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FADE IN: 
EXT. DELICATESSEN —- EARLY EVENING 
SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: MARCH, 1996 


Closing time. The Owner flips the sign in the window. The 
blinds are drawn, but are open just a crack so that... 


ON CLOSER INSPECTION 


we can see THREE MEN counting money. One of the men fiddles 
with something in a paper bag. 


INT. VOLVO SEDAN (PARKED) 


HOWARD TAKSEN witnesses this by way of his REAR VIEW MIRROR. 
Taksen could easily be Nick Nolte, were he better looking 
and substantially more worldly. As it stands now, he’s 55 
and still looking to make his mark. 


CLOSER ON DELICATESSEN 


And this could be that time. One of the men removes a 
machine gun from a trumpet case, while another scratches his 
turban. The third man continues to count the money. 


INT. VOLVO - ON TAKSEN 


who can’t believe what he’s seeing. He sits frozen in his 
car, watching as one of the men pops an ammo clip into 
another gun and shows it to his buddy, who performs a poor 
Rambo imitation. 


EXT. DELICATESSEN - CLOSE ON PAPER BAG 


as a hand dips into it and divides the money, giving each 
man his share. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Soon, all three men hold guns and pretend to shoot one 
another. One of the men pulls a hand grenade from a duffel 
bag and waves it around. The first man notices the 
partially opened blind and pulls it shut. 


EXT. TRENTON STREET —- ANGLE ON HOWARD TAKSEN 


who has since pulled up the block. He’s on a pay phone. 


INT. POLICE STATION - TRENTON, NEW JERSEY 


DENNIS SHOOK, the Watch Commander, has the pleasure of this 


call. INTERCUT phone conversation as needed. 


SHOOK 
Who are you working for? 


HOWARD 
Come on, I told you that’s privileged 
information. 

SHOOK 


To the best of my knowledge, you’re not 
licensed to do anything except drive, 
and even that’s iffy. 


HOWARD 
I’m working for Aetna. Workman’s Comp. 
But that’s the tip of the iceberg. 
These guys are terrorists. 


SHOOK 
Lisook’s Deli has been here fifty 
years. Since when did it become a 
front? 

HOWARD 


I told you what I saw. Wads of cash. 
Machine guns. Grenades. Whaddaya want 
me to do? 


Shook thinks about this. 


EXT. TRENTON STREET —- EVENING 


The place is surrounded by a SWAT team. The street has been 
secured and surrounding buildings are being evacuated. 


Howard Taksen is speaking with Commander Shook and SERGEANT 
GREG PALMIERI, head of the SWAT team, who waits for more of 


his men to arrive. 


PALMIERI 
You say they’re more like assault 
rifles? 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 
HOWARD 
I’m saying these guys are straight out 
of Iraq. 
SHOOK 


Which one are you investigating? 


HOWARD 
Meyer Lisook. Says he hurt his back on 
a Slant board. But I knew he was 
looking for a free ride. 


Shook and Palmieri speak privately. 


SHOOK 
This guy’s a real winner. 


PALMIERI 
Right. 
(then) 
Anyone can stumble onto something if 
they’re lucky enough. 


SHOOK 
But it’s just his word we’ve got. 


Palmieri is concerned, but this wanes as the rest of his men 
arrive. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Everyone is in position. The officers ready their weapons. 
All wear bulletproof vests. 


Dennis Shook takes a nervous breath. 

Greg Palmieri goes down a mental checklist. 

Howard Taksen just waits, confidently. He’s finally scored, 
and he knows it. 

INT. LISOOK’S DELICATESSEN 


All three entrances are rammed simultaneously. The men 
inside react much in the same manner as a muscle does to 
electric shock. On impulse they jerk whatever is in their 
hands upward -- in this case, their guns. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
as the SWAT officers OPEN FIRE. The place is a bloodbath. 


The counter, the deli case, the floor, the ceiling. The Red 
Sea. 


EXT. DELICATESSEN - HOWARD TAKSEN 

standing outside, reacts to the GUNSHOTS. Then all is 
quiet. 

INT. DELICATESSEN 

Back inside, the three dead men lay almost on top of one 
another. One SWAT OFFICER is covered with blood. 
Paramedics rush over to have a look. 


CLOSER ON THE SWAT OFFICER 


as he rubs his hand over his bulletproof vest. He looks at 
the paramedic and some other officers. 


SWAT OFFICER 
(disbelief) 
Les pasnt. 
INT. COURTHOUSE - CLOSE ON TAKSEN - DAY 
SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: AUGUST, 1996 
Taksen is on the stand, being questioned by ALAN SCHUCHMAN, 
an attorney representing the victims’ families in a suit 
against the city. 
SCHUCHMAN 
So what exactly did you tell the Watch 


Commander? 


HOWARD 
I told them what I saw. 


SCHUCHMAN 
And what, sir, was that? 


COUNSEL for the City stands. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


CITY ATTORNEY 
I believe he’s already answered the 
question. 


HOWARD 
Men with machine guns, counting large 
sums of money. 


The courtroom is packed. Several police officers sit to one 
side, looking quite agitated. 


EXT. ROUTE 1 - AFTERNOON 


Taksen is driving south on U.S. 1. We FOLLOW him as we 
listen -- 


RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
The award we’ve all been expecting has 
finally come down. Judge Isaac Garb 
has ordered the City of Trenton to pay 
twenty-four million dollars to the 
families of three men gunned down by 
police who believed they were arms 
dealers. Information provided by 
Howard Taksen, a part-time insurance 
investigator, led to a nightmarish 
situation for the owners of Lisook’s 
Delicatessen, who had rented paintball 
guns for a grandchild’s birthday party. 
The City plans to appeal. 


INT. TAKSEN’S APARTMENT 


Not your typical bachelor pad. Very neat and clean. 
Organized but far from anal. Only the books give it away. 


CLOSE ON BOOKSHELF 


Every conspiracy book published rests here -- JFK, RFK, Abe 
Lincoln: A Planned Suicide... this is the center for 
alternative thought. 


ANGLE ON KITCHEN TABLE 


A multi-compartment plexiglas business card holder contains 
several similar-looking cards, each with HOWARD TAKSEN on 
them. Only the job descriptions vary: Insurance 
Investigator; Workman’s Compensation Analyst; Due-Diligence 
Consultant; Attorney’s Investigator; and Confidential 
Services. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Over the kitchen table hangs an autographed picture: “To My 
Biggest Fan. Best, Oliver Stone.” 


Taksen goes through a pile of mail. All bills. He picks up 
the phone, dials. 


TAKSEN 

Mr. Block, please. Yes, David Jenkins. 

(beat) 
Mr. Block? This is Howard Taksen. 
Wait a minute. I did that because you 
don’t return my calls. I know you’re 
up to your eyeballs with cases, why not 
let me help? Hello... 

(as the phone goes dead) 
You throbbing prick. 


INT. BATHROOM 


Howard is on the pot, reading the paper. When he looks up 
he sees an envelope taped to the mirror. He reaches up to 
rip it open and a cassette falls out. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Howard pops the cassette in the STEREO and listens as he 
reads the accompanying document. It’s a judgment. 


SCOTT’S VOICE 
(nervous, but pissed) 
Dad, you know I didn’t want to do this, 
but your promises never amount to 
anything. I mean, you blew my college 
money, man. You always say ‘as soon as 
this case settles.’ It’s always a case 


As the tape goes on, we hear a CAR START. 


SCOTT’S VOICE (Cont’d) 
-- anyway, I spoke to the judge, who 
said that technically I could prosecute 
for forgery, for signing my name and 
all, but you know I would never do 
that. 


Now it hits him. Howard runs toward the window, yelling. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Hey! Scott! Hey! 


ANGLE ON DRIVEWAY 
as Scott, Howard’s only son, pulls away in his father’s car. 


HOWARD (Cont’d) 
Goddamn it! 


He pounds his fist against the wall. 


INT. LIVING ROOM —- EVENING 
SUPERIMPOSE ON SCREEN: SEPTEMBER 7, 1996 


Howard’s on the sofa holding a beer. He’s watching the 
local Philadelphia news. 


ANGLE ON TV 


A man of about 42 is seen running past a booth in the 
Farmers Market. 


CLOSE ON anchorman LARRY KANE. A fixture on the local news. 


KANE (ON TV) 

Christopher James Bogdan, an unemployed picture 
framer, is seen here running from the crime 
scene -- caught on tape by a freelance 
videographer. We go now to Nancy Nadine who is 
standing by live at the Farmers Market. 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET 


NANCY NADINE stands in front of a produce booth, surrounded 
by other reporters filing their own stories. 


NADINE 
That’s right, Larry. Apparently, 
freelance photographer Lance Dygert 
just happened to videotape the suspect 
fleeing from the crime scene around 
7:30 this morning. Thanks to one of 
our viewers, Christopher James Bogdan 
is now in custody. 


A reluctant Dennis Shook is cornered by Nadine and, caught 
on camera live, must offer a few words. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


NADINE (Cont'd) 
Commander Shook, have you found any 
other evidence linking the suspect to 
this horrible murder? 


SHOOK 
The investigation, as you know, is in its early 
stages, but we do have the suspect’s 
fingerprints on what we believe to be a weapon 
used in the murder. Also, both hair and fibers 
found at the crime scene appear at least 
visually consistent with the suspect’s, and the 
victim’s drivers license was found in a waste 
basket inside the suspect’s home. 


NADINE 
This sounds like an open-and-shut case. 


SHOOK 
We certainly hope so, although we are 
still looking into a possible motive. 


NADINE 
Larry? 


INT. LIVING ROOM 
Back to Larry Kane. 


KANE (ON TV) 
Thank you, Nancy. 


HOWARD TAKSEN 
changes the channel. More local news. 


ANCHORWOMAN 
In what appears to be a hate crime directed at 
homosexuals, twenty-five-year-old Steven Banks 
was found asphixiated to death at the Trenton 
Farmers Market early this morning. The 
coroner also believes that the victim was 
sodomized with a wooden stick, in what appears 
to be a gay-vendetta-type crime. The suspect - 


Howard flips to CNN. It’s LARRY KING LIVE. As is often the 
case, a panel of attorneys is discussing the world according 
to them. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


CLOSE ON PHOTO OF HAMILTON HOLT 


a flashy, 55-year-old Boston trial attorney. Holt won a 
sensational acquittal shortly following graduation from 
Harvard Law School and has been riding high ever since. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
And the legendary Hamilton Holt, known in 
legal circles as ‘The Magician,’ what are your 
thoughts on the atrocity in New Jersey Friday 
night? 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Just two words for the prosecution: 
slam dunk. Unless you wish to take 
into account the Keystone cops they 
have there. 


INTERCUT WITH HOWARD TAKSEN 


who is now shelling some peanuts. He half-laughs as Larry 
King chides Holt off screen about police bashing. Then 
Howard gets up and walks to one of his bookshelves. 


CLOSE ON SHELF 


Perhaps as many as a dozen books on the life and times of 
Hamilton H. Holt, Esq. Thick, glitzy books. We hear Holt 
as Howard pages through one of them. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
And the sad part about the case, 
actually two sad parts, are of course 
its harsh discriminatory nature -- 
after all it is a homosexual-related 
hate crime -- and, even worse, the fact 
that the suspect has a public defender. 


Holt and the others laugh. 


Howard looks at pictures of Holt as a young man, as a pilot, 
meeting presidents and other heads of state. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
In your mind, there’s no worse fate 
than that. 


CLOSE ON HOLT’S PHOTO —- IN BOOK 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Perhaps running into all my ex-wives on the 
same evening. 


10. 


INT. BOAT (SPELLBOUND) 
Holt on the phone, not letting the others in edgewise. 


HOLT 
I lasted two days as a public defender, so I’ve 
great sympathy for the gender. 


PULL BACK to reveal we are on a fabulous yacht off the 
Boston coast. Hamilton Holt sits in a bathrobe watching his 
photo on TV. He pops some vitamins and downs them with a 
shot of scotch. 


LARRY KING (ON TV) 
We have the Trenton Chief of Police on 
the line. 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
You lawyer scum have got another thing 
coming if you think we did anything 
wrong with this investigation. 


HOLT 
I never suggested you’ve done anything 
wrong, Sir. All I’m saying is give it 
time. 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 

Maybe you’d like to bless our little 
town with your presence and pull this 
pervert’s chestnuts out of the fire. 
You may have lucked out thirty years 
ago with that case down South, but 
nobody wins the lottery twice. We’1l1 
be only too glad to see you in court. 


HOLT 
Just a word of advice, Chief. I don’t 
take plea bargains. Never have, never 
will. And I don’t lose. Gracefully or 
otherwise. 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
Come on down, Mr. Hotshot. 
INT. HOWARD TAKSEN’S LIVING ROOM 


Howard is still looking at the book, but turns his attention 
toward the TV at this last remark. INTERCUT as needed. 


(CONTINUED ) 


11. 


CONTINUED: 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Have you any five-star hotels in the 
area? 


POLICE CHIEF (V.O.) 
You can stay at my place. 


The others on the panel just smile. Larry King, for once, 
is speechless. 


EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON —- DAY 


SUPERIMPOSE: ONE WEEK LATER 


INT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 


CHRISTOPHER JAMES BOGDAN sits terrified as a lesbian public 
defender, REBECCA WALLS, gives him a dose of reality. 


Walls is 


WALLS 
I don’t know why, but the district attorney 
will not go for the chair if you plead guilty. 
Life without parole is a fabulous deal under 
the circumstances. I suggest you take it. 


BOGDAN 
I didn’t kill anyone. I don’t know the 
victim. I never met him. I never spoke to 
him. I wasn’t anywhere near the booth where 
he was killed. I’m not confessing to 
anything. 


pissed. 


WALLS 
You want me to try this case? 


BOGDAN 
Yes I do. 


She flips through the murder book. 


WALLS 

(pissed) 
Okay. Let’s see. You’re on tape running from 
the crime scene. The victim’s drivers license 
was found in your kitchen trash. The phone 
company says sixteen calls were made from your 
home to the victim’s over the past four 
months. 


(MORE) 
(CONTINUED ) 


12. 
CONTINUED: 


WALLS (CONT'D) 
Of course, they have your hair and fibers on 
the victim and at the scene. And your 
fingerprints, as well as the victim’s blood, 
are on a broomstick used in the sodomy part of 
the murder. 
Bogdan says nothing. After a moment -- 


WALLS (Cont’d) 
Picking out curtains beats having your head 
shaved and a wad of cotton stuck up your ass. 


Off Bogdan’s terrified look -- 


EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 


Hours later. Hamilton Holt approaches the visitors’ area 
and walks up to the guard’s desk. 


HOLT 
How does one go about seeing an inmate 
in this godforsaken town? 


EXT. TRENTON STREET - FOLLOWING AFTERNOON 


Howard Taksen rides a bicycle over the cobblestone street; it’s 
quite a bumpy ride and he is careful not to jar the bag of 
groceries loose from the rear basket. 


ANGLE ON NEWSSTAND 

He stops to pick up the late edition of the Trentonian, on the 
cover of which appears a story on Holt’s visit to the jail. 
EXT. PARK 

Taksen reads the lead story. 

CLOSE ON PAPER 


In huge letters, “THE MAN IS NOT GAY,” says Holt. “Why 
commit a gay-style killing?” 


ANOTHER ARTICLE 


The police slam Holt for his arrogance. The magistrate will 
waive him in, should Holt make a formal request. 


13. 


INT. COURTHOUSE - FOLLOWING MORNING 


In a packed courtroom, Hamilton Holt and a shackled 
Christopher Bogdan stand before PETER MEEKA, the county 
magistrate. 


MEEKA 
And how do you plead? 


Holt whispers “Not guilty” in his ear. 


BOGDAN 
Not guilty. 


MEEKA 
As you are aware, the Grand Jury has 
indicted you on one count of murder in 
the first degree with a condition of 
special circumstances. Therefore, 
there will be no preliminary hearing. 
Does your client wish to waive his 
right to a speedy trial? 


HOLT 
Yes, sir. 


Meeka hates this man. The Bailiffs smile at one another. 
Holt will not win friends in Trenton. 


EXT. COURTHOUSE - DAY 


Howard Taksen is seated on his bike in front of the 
courthouse. As Holt descends the steps to a waiting limo, a 
swarm of REPORTERS fires off questions: 


REPORTER #1 
Why take a pro bono case for a cold- 
blooded killer? 


REPORTER #2 
They offered him a deal. Life versus death. 
Are you concerned at all about this man’s 
life? 


REPORTER #1 
Mr. Holt. What could possibly be your 
defense? 


As Holt gets into the limo -- 


(CONTINUED ) 


14. 


CONTINUED: 
HOLT 
These are all very good questions. 
Thank you. 


The car drives away. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard Taksen has had his first in-person glimpse of 
Hamilton Holt and it’s clear he’s a bit star-struck. So 
much so that he doesn’t see his ex-wife approach. 


CHRISTINE WALDRON 


went back to her maiden name, and she’s beautiful. Shoulder- 
length, brown hair, a pretty smile, easily looks younger 

than her 49 years. Whatever went wrong, Howard wound up the 
loser. 


CHRISTINE 
Forget it. You won’t even get near 
him. 

HOWARD 


(not missing a beat) 
I could deliver a pizza to his hotel. 


CHRISTINE 
I’m sorry about Scott. I should’ve 
mediated. 
(then) 


No, I shouldn’t have. What you did to 
our boy is so unethical. Your own 
son’s college money. 


HOWARD 
I told you I was going to put it back 
ten times over. How did I know I’d be 
blackballed? You saw the surveillance 
contract. How long will I have to pay 
for this? 


CHRISTINE 
Until it’s paid back. 
(beat ) 
Maybe you’ll have it by the time he’s a 
junior. He can transfer someplace 
else. 


Christine looks over the bike. Senses her ex is beaten down 
enough for the day. 


(CONTINUED ) 


15. 
CONTINUED: 


CHRISTINE (Cont'd) 
So what’s the lowdown on the killer? 


HOWARD 
(confused) 
Huh? 


CHRISTINE 
Hamilton Holt coming off his pedestal 
to defend some maniac. You must have a 
theory. 


He doesn’t like her tone. Wishes she would stop. 


HOWARD 
He’s just hoping the local yokels will 
fuck up. 
(then) 


That’s my theory. 


CHRISTINE 

Maybe the killer has an identical twin. 
Or better yet, maybe the guy did it on 
purpose, just so Holt would come to his 
aid. 

(beat; teasing) 
That way Holt’s son, the killer’s gay 
lover, would have the run of Daddy’s 
mansion during the trial. 


Howard climbs aboard his bicycle. 
HOWARD 


Nice seeing you, Christine. By the 
way, you fucking anyone? 


CHRISTINE 
Did Oliver Stone really sign that 
picture? 

HOWARD 


I asked you first. 


He rides away. 


INT. HOWARD'S APARTMENT —- EVENING 


More TV news about the case. Holt’s picture again on the 
cover of the paper. Howard listens to his messages as he 
watches Holt talk to a reporter. 


(CONTINUED ) 


16. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT (V.O.) 

(on answering machine) 
Mr. Howard Taksen, this is Mr. Hamilton 
Holt. I understand you’re the bee’s 
knees of private investigators. The 
police seem to adore you. 

(laughs ) 
Would you please give me a call at the 
Nassau Inn. That’s in Princeton. 


It hits Howard that this is his machine, not the television. 


He is stunned. Holt’s image continues to flash upon the TV 
as the message sinks in. 


EXT. NASSAU INN - DAY 


Howard straightens himself as he climbs off a tourist bus in 
Princeton, directly across from the college, and heads 
toward this two hundred-year-old hotel. 


THE DOORMAN 
almost looks as if he’d like to stop Taksen from entering. 


But he’s not that unkempt, and after all, Albert Einstein 
once lived here. 


INT. NASSAU INN 

Someone carved the registration desk from the deck of an old 
ship. And there’s no shortage of copper. A Princeton grad 
greets the incoming wounded. 

HOWARD TAKSEN 


takes note of her shoes. Fuck-me pumps from the ‘70’s. 


HOWARD 
I have an appointment with Mr. Holt. 


CLERK 
Okay. 


Howard is surprised it’s as simple as that. 


HOWARD 
(as he heads toward 
elevator) 
Nice shoes. 


17. 


INT. PENTHOUSE SUITE, HALLWAY 


As Holt opens the door, Howard is spraying breath mint into 
his mouth. Busted. 


HOLT 
Come on in, Mr. Taksen. 


INT. PENTHOUSE SUITE 


Not a single law book, but perhaps a dozen computers and 
five rather large TV’s, each one tuned to a different 
network -- CBS, ABC, NBC, FOX and CNN. The sound has been 
turned off. 


Holt escorts Howard to a sofa. 


HOLT 
I call this the war room. 


HOWARD 
I thought that would be the courtroom. Isn’t 
that what you said in your Harvard thesis? 


This registers with Holt, but he doesn’t answer Howard. 


HOLT 
In this country, the most important 
room is where the monitors are. 


HOWARD 
(plays to this) 
I saw the ‘60 Minutes’ piece. They 
hadn’t done their homework. Got your 
cases mixed up. 


Holt seems to be barely checking Taksen out. It’s as if he 
knows for whom he’s sent. 


HOLT 

You know the thing that most impressed 
me about that show? 

(he’s gonna tell him 

regardless) 
Mike Wallace asked beforehand if there 
was anything I needed. I told him yes, 
a blowjob from his assistant producer. 

(chortles ) 
He went right on with the interview. 
Said it’s a common answer. 


(CONTINUED ) 


18. 


CONTINUED: 


Howard can’t stand this guy. Wants out. Doesn’t care what 


he might 


ANGLE ON 


taking a 


say from this point on. 


HOWARD 

When they want you, they want you. 
Even, on first impression, if you’ve 
been summoned by the biggest, most 
arrogant horse’s ass who ever drank his 
way to the top of his given profession. 

(then) 
Hypothetically speaking, that is. 


HOLT 
calculated pause. 


HOLT 
And I want you. 


Taksen has been trumped. 


EXT. NASSAU INN, ROOF 


Holt and 


Howard stroll on a patio-like area, completely 


alone. As if Holt will impart the secret of the universe. 


HOLT 
I know about you, Mr. Taksen. I know we were 
born on the same day, the same year, within 
hours of each other, and that our planets are 
in the same house, even if our living rooms 
are decorated differently. I know about the 
wrongful death suit at the deli -- 


HOWARD 
I called in what I saw -- 


HOLT 

I know about you telling off a judge in 
Philadelphia and getting thirty days 
for contempt, I know about your 
collection of conspiracy books. I know 
you can’t get a gas card -- 

(then) 
-- I know you lost your only kid’s 
college money because, even at this 
stage of the game, you were looking for 
the big case... Well, this is the big 
case. 


He’s humbled, but Howard Taksen will not bend over. 


(CONTINUED ) 


19. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
I have always attempted to see the 
bigger picture. Like you. 


Holt is sizing him up. Then -- 


HOLT 
I’m simply attempting to preserve my image. 
Got some dimwit from the New York Times 
writing a book saying I’m finished, that I 
never knew how to try a case, that the Reston 
acquittal thirty years ago was a fluke, that I 
depend on too many other people, then take 
credit for what they do. 


HOWARD 
People will say anything for a buck. 


HOLT 
He’s doing it on speculation. 


ANGLE ON UNITED 727 
We are in the flight path of the Mercer County Airport. But 


from this angle these two could be remaking “North By 
Northwest”. 


RESUME SCENE 
Holt looks hard at Howard. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
I have to win this case. And I need 
your help. 


HOWARD 
Having second thoughts already? 


HOLT 
I hear in this town, you’re the man. 


HOWARD 
Who told you that? 


HOLT 
Your ex-wife wrote me a letter. Brief 
but to the point. 


20. 


EXT. PRINCETON STREET - LATE AFTERNOON 


A Cadillac negotiates the assorted tight curves through 
historic Princeton. As we FOLLOW it on this brief tour, we 
hear assorted voices. 


FEMALE VOICE 
Garden State Rent-A-Car. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Do you lease Cadillacs? 


FEMALE VOICE 
We sure do. Do you have a major credit 
card? 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
I will in a few minutes. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
I don’t like this case. The guy’s 
obviously guilty -- they all are -- but 
I get a sense we can unconnect the dots 
enough to win on reasonable doubt. 
You're always trying to prove 
conspiracy. Well be my guest, sir. 
Prove away. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Christine, why’d you tell ‘im about 
Scott’s school money? 


CHRISTINE (V.O.) 
I thought you’d get off your fat ass. 
EXT. TRENTON STATE PRISON 
Howard gets out of the Caddy, but visiting hours are over. 
Eager beaver. As he plays with the car alarm, he sees an 
elderly couple in tears and recognizes them from the news. 


ANGLE ON COUPLE 


as Taksen approaches. It’s the BOGDANS, the parents of the 
accused who’ve driven down from Buffalo. 


Howard carefully introduces himself. We cannot hear what he says, 
but the couple, at a loss for what to do, nod in agreement. 


21. 


INT. TEMPERANCE HOUSE BAR - TRENTON - NIGHT 


That evening, Howard and the Bogdans are seated near the 
piano bar of this 1740’s inn. 


Howard speaks in almost a whisper. 


HOWARD 
(reassuring) 
Hamilton Holt would not step off his 
yacht if your son weren’t wrongfully 
charged. 


MR. BOGDAN 
We are not rich people, Mr. Taksen. I 
spent forty-two years at Lehigh 
Structural Steel. Then had to sue for 
my pension. 


HOWARD 
Please don’t let the fee concern you. 
It’s pro bono. 


MRS. BOGDAN 
Christopher loves jogging. Every 
morning he would run past the west side 
of the Farmers Market at the same time. 
That’s all there is to it. 

(then) 

Our son is not a criminal. He’s never 
even been in a fight. 


MR. BOGDAN 
Mr. Taksen, let’s get right to the 
point. Chris might seem a little 
sensitive on the surface, but he’s not 
a homosexual. 


Howard is overly sympathetic, wants to learn what he can 
from these people, without seeming to placate them. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Some newspeople are seated to one end of the room. They 
spot the Bogdans with Howard. 


HOWARD 
Well, I don’t know what you’ve heard 
about me, but Hamilton Holt wouldn’t 
have contacted my office if he didn’t 
believe I could be of help to you and 
your son. 


(CONTINUED ) 


22. 
CONTINUED: 


DAVID TEDDER 


A personal injury attorney in the area, sees Taksen giving 
his rap. Walks over -- 


TEDDER 

(to the Bogdans) 
Don’t go out for pastrami with this 
guy. He’s got bad luck with delis. 


HOWARD 
(laughs it off) 
David Tedder, the best personal injury 
attorney in the state. 800 number and 
all. 
(then) 
‘No charge to the falling party.’ 


As Tedder leaves -- 
TEDDER 
Let me know when the kid fries. I 


don’t want to be running my toaster 
oven. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD TAKSEN 


who feels it’s his duty to show support for this couple’s son. He 
gets up and takes a swing at Tedder, who backs away to safety. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


But as Tedder exits, he has a slip-and-fall on the steps. 
Howard just smiles, knowing full well Tedder’s thoughts are 
toward a suit. 


HOWARD 
leans in toward the frightened couple. 
HOWARD 
Maybe this wasn’t the best idea. 
INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - MORNING 


The following morning, Howard waits in the lobby of DR. 
IRVING ZELTMACHER, a proctologist. 


He’s led to the office of this elderly gentleman, who seems 
reluctant to discuss his former patient, Steven Banks. 


(CONTINUED ) 


23. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
I have right here a signed and 
notarized release form from the kid’s 
Sister, as well as Blue Cross. 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
Mr. Banks never gave anybody authority 
over his medical records. 


HOWARD 
You want me to get a court order? 


CLOSE ON DESK 


Zeltmacher has the medical records on top of his desk. 
Howard can see this, and decides to back off. 


HOWARD (Cont’d) 
Doctor, I realize it’s very 
uncomfortable for you to talk with me, 
but please be assured that anything you 
say will be held in the utmost 
confidence and, if used, with the 
utmost discretion. 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
What the hell. 
(pushes file toward 
Howard) 
I guess the guy was a fag. 


HOWARD 
What makes you say that? 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
The speedbumps. 


Howard is confused. 


DR. ZELTMACHER (Cont'd) 
(clarifies) 
I treated him for hemorrhoids. As an 
outpatient. A couple days before he 
was killed. 


As Howard gets up to leave -- 


HOWARD 
You must have quite a bedside manner. 


24. 


INT. TRENTON STATE PRISON —- DAY 


We are CLOSE on Christopher Bogdan, who holds a telephone in one 
hand. His face is practically pressed against the glass. 


BOGDAN 
I didn’t know the guy, never met him, 
never spoke with him, and certainly 
never fucked him in the ass with a 
stick. 


REVERSE ON HOWARD 


also with phone in hand. 


HOWARD 
I take it from this you didn’t kill 
him. 

BOGDAN 


I’ve never been married. I frame 

pictures. But it’s not what you think. 
(beat ) 

Please, Mr. Taksen. You’ve got to help 

me! 


Howard removes a pad and pen from his shirt pocket. 
HOWARD 
I need to ask you some questions. 
EXT. FARMERS MARKET - AFTERNOON 


We PAN slowly ACROSS an assortment of stands -- barbecue 
chicken, flowers, vegetables, fruit, ice cream, etc. Each 
one distinct from the other. The image is a bit grainy, 
because -- 


CLOSE ON RED LIGHT AND FRAME BOX 
We are looking THROUGH A VIDEO CAMERA being held by -- 
HOWARD TAKSEN 


who stands beside LANCE DYGERT, the freelance videographer 
who captured the infamous “murderer fleeing the scene” 
footage. Howard is attempting to reshoot the scene of the 
crime. 


(CONTINUED ) 


25. 
CONTINUED: 


DYGERT 
(insists) 
Mr. Taksen, I know light. I’m telling 
you, I was nowhere near Section 27 when 
I shot that tape. 


HOWARD 


Then where were you? 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET - WEST END 


The two are now situated at the opposite end of the market. 
Several stands are unoccupied, none of which resemble the 
ones seen previously. 


HOWARD 
And you insist this was the spot? 


DYGERT 
On my mother’s grave. 


Howard looks pissed. 
HOWARD 
So where are the fruits and vegetables? 


Where’s the cotton candy? 


DYGERT 
I was here. My van was parked here. I 
used this ashtray. 
ANGLE ON CEMENT ASHTRAY 
filled with sand. Dygert flicks his cigarette. 


BACK TO OTHER END OF MARKET 


The scene of the murder. The stands appear as in the video. 
But no ash can. 


HOWARD 
On your mother’s grave? 


DYGERT 
Yes. 


HOWARD 
(thinks ) 
Did the two of you get along? 


(CONTINUED ) 


26. 
CONTINUED: 


Dygert smiles. Howard takes out his note pad, begins to 
write. 


EXT. FLEMINGTON CREMATORIUM - DAY 

Howard’s Cadillac, along with several police cars, is parked 
haphazardly out front. Two large smokestacks puff away, 
doing nothing to give one that warm and fuzzy feeling. 

INT. CREMATORIUM 


Howard Taksen stands beside two deputy D.A.’s and several 
police officers. He hands a document to the MAN in charge. 


HOWARD 
You know what comedians say is 
paramount to their profession? 


MAN 
No, I -- 
HOWARD 
(cuts him off) 
-- timing. 


The D.A. hates Howard Taksen. But he’s got a court order. 


INT. CREMATORIUM, COOL ROOM 


The deceased’s body is removed from a drawer. An hour short 
of its scheduled cremation. 


ANGLE ON CORONER 


not happy about his assignment. He looks at Taksen before 
proceeding. 


HOWARD 
Hey, I didn’t tell you to check the 
forensic pathology box in college. 


EXT. TRENTON COURTHOUSE - HOWARD’S CADILLAC - DAY 


Before the hearing, Howard is on his cell phone. 


(CONTINUED ) 


27. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Hey, Scott, it’s your dad. Just 
checking in... 


INT. TRENTON STATE COLLEGE, SCOTT’S DORM ROOM 
Scott is listening to the machine, not picking up. 
HOWARD (V.O.) 


Today’s the big day. Wish me well, and 
watch the evening news, old boy. 


INT. COURTROOM 


Standing room only at this hearing. JUDGE ISAAC GARB takes 
it all in -- the prosecutors, the police, the defense team. 
The press. And the spectators. We’re in violation of fire 
codes here. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 
around the room, ending on an empty jury box. 
HOLT (0.S.) 
Your Honor, it is the contention of the 
defense that there are reasonable 
grounds for the dismissal of all 
charges against my client. 


CLOSE ON WITNESS STAND 


The videographer, Lance Dygert. 


DYGERT 
(adamant ) 
I was nowhere near the east end of the 
market. 
CLOSE ON MONITOR 
His video is playing. 
DYGERT (0.S.) (Cont'd) 


The booth in question had no ashtrays 
next to it. I’m a smoker and as you 
can see, there’s some smoke from my 
Cigarette on the upper right side -- 
right there. 


(CONTINUED ) 


28. 


CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON PROSECUTOR 


already defensive. 


BACK TO DYGERT 


ON JUDGE 


PROSECUTOR 
Perhaps you flicked your ashes on the 
ground. 

DYGERT 
No, I’m trying to quit. It was my 
afternoon smoke -- number four. I used 


the cement ashtray. 


HOLT (0.S.) 
The permanently-mounted ashtray on the 
west side of the market, seventy-eight 
yards from where the body was found. 


GARB 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Holt, is it your contention that 
this video of the defendant was shot 
elsewhere than the crime scene? 


HOLT 
My contention is that neither Mr. 
Dygert or the defendant was ever at the 
crime scene. 


JUDGE GARB 
But where Mr. Dygert says he was -- 


CLOSE ON PHOTO 


showing three empty booths and SPACE FOR RENT signs. 


JUDGE GARB (0.S.) (Cont'd) 
-- is right here. 


DYGERT (0.S.) 
Yes, but the booths weren’t vacant 
then. The camera doesn’t lie. 


PROSECUTOR 
Although smokers have been known to. 


Laughs around the courtroom. 


(CONTINUED ) 


29. 
CONTINUED: 


DR. ZELTMACHER ON THE WITNESS STAND 


DR. ZELTMACHER 
I performed a hemorrhoidectomy on the 
decedent. He was suffering from acute 
hemorrhoids. Two days before his death. 


THE CORONER ON THE WITNESS STAND 


HOLT (0.S.) 
And as the Chief Coroner for all of 
Mercer County, can you tell me what the 
second autopsy revealed? 


CORONER 
(tentative, embarrassed) 
The sutures in the decedent’s rectum 


were -—- intact. 

HOLT 
In other words, Mr. Banks -- with all 
due respect to his family -- wasn’t 


raped with the broomstick as the 
prosecution alleges. 


And now we can see -- 
HOWARD TAKSEN 
seated beside the defendant. Watching the fruits of his 
labor unfold. Holt stands at a podium. Howard leans into 
Bogdan. 
HOWARD 
(whispers ) 
Five minutes from now, you’re a free 
man. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


The prosecution is angry and humiliated. The cops are 
pissed. Even the judge is annoyed. 


ANGLE ON OLDER COUPLE 


The parents of the deceased. They’re fuming. They know 
what’s coming. 


(CONTINUED ) 


30. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT 

(flamboyant ) 
We have the defendant’s fingerprints on a 
weapon found next to the body which, as it 
turns out, wasn’t a weapon. We have a video 
of Mr. Bogdan jogging past a part of the 
Farmers Market that, although looking similar 
in structure to the crime scene, had no cement 
ashtray. Your Honor, more than reasonable 
doubt exists that Christopher James Bogdan did 
not take the life of Steven Banks. 


JUDGE GARB 
knows Holt is correct. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 

No matter how much we would all like to 
see a conviction in this case, the 
aforementioned facts, combined with 
those in our moving papers, more than 
justify your finding for a dismissal of 
all charges against Mr. Bogdan and for 
the order or his immediate release. 

(then) 
There is trial by jury, and there is 
trial by fury, Your Honor. 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Holt, I respect your argument, and 
your reputation, but I am reluctant on 
the face of the evidence to issue a 
summary dismissal. 


The prosecutor stands. 


PROSECUTOR 
May we be heard, Your Honor? 


The judge gestures to go ahead. The prosecutor approaches 
the podium, takes a deep breath. He does not want this case 
tossed. 


PROSECUTOR (Cont'd) 
The deceased’s drivers license was 
found in the defendant’s kitchen trash. 
Further, the victim had splintered wood 
in his rectum. The fact that the 
sutures didn’t burst is meaningless 
given that Mr. Banks was strangled with 
a piece of twine. 


(CONTINUED ) 


31% 
CONTINUED: 


This hits hard on the victim’s family who, ironically, are 
seated directly behind Taksen. 


PROSECUTOR (Cont’d) 
And just because the defendant had no rope 
burns on his hands only indicates 
premeditation in that he must have worn 
gloves. To dismiss this case would be an 
outright travesty of justice. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE GARB 
who appears swayed by the People. 


JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Holt, do you have anything else? 


Holt stands. 


HOLT 
Yes I do, Your Honor. A man’s drivers license 
found in another man’s garbage container is 
not grounds for the electric chair. 


JUDGE GARB 
Are you finished? 


HOLT 


Not quite. I would like to call Mr. 
Howard Taksen. 


QUICK SHOTS 

of Taksen raising his right hand. The judge wondering why 
this guy is being called. The rest of the courtroom -- 
particularly the cops -- who despise the witness. 

ANOTHER ANGLE 


Taksen is seated on the witness stand. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Mr. Taksen, would you explain your role 
in this case? 


HOWARD 


I was hired to investigate some 
potential inconsistencies. 


(CONTINUED ) 


32. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT 
And is there any inconsistency you have 
discovered in regard to this case which 
has not already been mentioned but 
which you feel would be material to 
this proceeding? 


PROSECUTOR 
Objection, calls for facts not in 
evidence. 


ANGLE ON JUDGE GARB 


who just looks at the prosecutor but does not respond. Then 


JUDGE GARB 
Go on, Mr. Taksen. 


HOWARD 
Just the wood. 

HOLT 
The wood? 

HOWARD 


The broom handle found beside the 
victim was splintered. Wooden 
splinters were found in his rectum. 
But, according to a comparison I 
arranged through Kendall Labs, the two 
are different types of wood. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


of shock throughout the courtroom. Oddly enough, even the 
prosecution team wants to know more. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 

No one compared the wood, because both 
samples were covered in the victim’s 
blood. But the broom handle is pine, 
quite common. 

(then) 
The splinters found inside the victim 
are white ash, quite uncommon, usually 
reserved for things such as baseball 
bats. 


The room is silent. 


(CONTINUED ) 


33. 


CONTINUED: 
JUDGE GARB 
Mr. Taksen, do you have a copy of this 
report? 


EXT. COURTHOUSE 
Quite a crowd. Does all the world hold a press credential? 
ANGLE ON HOLT 


blowing smoke for the press. Taksen approaches him, but Holt 
could not care less. Howard is offended, but smiles for the 
photos. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard now walks down the courthouse steps with Christopher 
Bogdan, a free man. 


BOGDAN 
(choked up) 
Thank you, Mr. Taksen. 


HOWARD 
Hey, I’m not the attorney. 


BOGDAN 
Without you I’d still be in jail. 


HOWARD 

(knows it) 
The important thing is you’re out. The 
nightmare is over. You’ve got a long 
life ahead of you. 

(then) 
Now, go say hello to your parents. 
They’ve missed you. 


Bogdan hugs Taksen. 
ANGLE ON HOLT 


watching this, not so pleased that the cameras have 
momentarily turned away. 


ANGLE ON STREET 


Twenty yards away. Mr. and Mrs. Bogdan wait tearfully for 
their son. TV lights are all over them. 


34. 


INT. TRENTON STATE COLLEGE, DORMITORY 
Several dozen students, including Howard’s son Scott, watch 


the live coverage. The usual college crowd. Every day 
Saint Patty’ S's». 


CLOSE ON TV 

Out of the crowd, the victim’s mother, SYLVIA BANKS, 
squeezes her way in front of Bogdan. She reaches into her 
purse and removes a small, shiny 25-caliber pistol. Presses 
it into Bogdan’s stomach. 

HOWARD TAKSEN 

instinctively knocks it to the pavement. Bogdan instantly 
picks it up, points it away from the crowd -- but 
unfortunately toward -- 

TWO DOZEN POLICE OFFICERS 

a half-dozen of whom pull their GUNS and FIRE. 

ON BOGDAN 

not two feet away from Howard, but now worlds apart. He’s 


propelled backward toward his father, who catches his dead 
son in his hands. 


EXT. CEMETERY - DAY 


Howard stands among the crowd, saying goodbye to Christopher 
Bogdan. The MINISTER can be heard softly in the background, 
spouting the 23rd Psalm, but the predominant SOUND is the WIND 
in the trees and relatives CRYING. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

Bogdan’s sister VALERIE moves toward Howard. At 39, she can 
look older or younger by ten years depending on her smile. 
Right now, it’s older. The two watch as the minister sprinkles 
dirt over the coffin. 


ANGLE ON EXIT 


as the limousines pull away. Howard heads toward his car 
and as he opens the door, Valerie catches up to him. 


VALERIE 
You coming to the house? 


(CONTINUED ) 


35. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
(uncomfortable) 
Well, actually, I -- 


VALERIE 
Neither am I. 
INT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP 


The two sit in a corner booth. Throughout their 
conversation it’s apparent that Howard is recognized by 
passersby. 


VALERIE 
You’re a celebrity P.I. now, like that 
O.J. guy... 

HOWARD 
Pellicano. 

VALERIE 


But better looking. Not so sleazy. 


HOWARD 
I was becoming concerned. 
(then) 
Shouldn’t you be going over to the 
house? 


VALERIE 

Oh, I don’t think so. 
(off Howard’s pause) 

My brother was the only decent one in 
the family. But for Chris’ whole life, 
Dad ground him down to dust. It’s 
amazing there’s anything left to bury. 
My mother might buy the ‘shaken-father’ 
act, but I don’t. 


ON HOWARD 


How does he get into these situations? 


HOWARD 
Well, Miss Bogdan -- Valerie -- I just 
wanted to pay my respects to your 


family -- 
CLOSE ON VALERIE 


unfazed. Half asking. 


(CONTINUED ) 


36. 
CONTINUED: 


VALERIE 
You'd think funerals would be a time 
for forgiveness. 
(shifting gears) 
Chris won the battle but lost the war, 
huh? 


HOWARD 
(puts money on table) 
Something like that. 


VALERIE 
(doesn’t want to end it 
here) 
I do community relations at Rutgers. 
Perhaps you’d like to lecture on your 
investigative experience. Show ‘em how 
the big boys do it. 


Howard looks pensive. But Valerie just sits there, waiting. 


EXT. RUTGERS CAMPUS - DAY 
CLOSE on sign over which we hear tremendous APPLAUSE. 


SPEAKER (0.S.) 
Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Howard 
Taksen. 


INT. SCOTT HALL 


Howard stands with Valerie in the wings. He’s about to head 
for the podium when she whispers to him. 


VALERIE 
You do well today, I look good. I look 
good, we go to my office and you’1ll get 
a thank-you that you won’t soon forget. 


Howard heads for the podium on the large stage. There must 
be three hundred kids in the room. 


HOWARD 
Thank you for the wonderful reception 
and -- 
(looks to Valerie) 
-- the inspiring words. 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 


37. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD (CONT'D) 
This is the first college lecture I’ve ever 
done, but regardless of what you might think, 
you must give me a standing ovation 
afterwards, as there’s the potential of great 
sex if that occurs. 


The students stand immediately. Valerie could die. She 
mouths the word “touche.” 


INT. VALERIE’S OFFICE - LATER THAT EVENING 

Howard’s lecture is running silently on a video monitor. 
CLOSE ON FLOOR 

A black lace bra rests on a pair of men’s shoes. 


HOWARD (0.S.) 
People deal with grief in all sorts of ways. 
Some yell and scream, some just clam up. 
Others clean the house. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD & VALERIE 
They’re on the floor. She’s on top, and they’re bumping 
into the shelves, causing a hailstorm of leather-bound 


books. 


VALERIE 
I yell and scream. 


As she says this she comes, screaming with pleasure and 
falling back on the TV remote control. 


ANGLE ON MONITOR 
The volume now up. We see what appears to be a laboratory, 
and are CLOSE on a black Labrador retriever, eating from a 


bowl. A time code plays along the bottom of the screen. 


MAN’S VOICE 
I see Mikey likes it. 


HOWARD’S VOICE 
He’s certainly an enthusiastic eater. 


We hear lots of LAUGHTER as the camera follows the dog. 


The man, ARNOLD YORK, looks nervous as he explains to Howard 


(CONTINUED ) 


38. 
CONTINUED: 


YORK (ON TV) 
As you know, this animal was given 400 
milligrams of Prozac, more than ten 
times the amount a human would be 
prescribed. 


CLOSE on dog’s ear as Howard pets it. The DOG GROWLS. 


HOWARD (ON TV) 
He doesn’t seem too happy. What about 
the other dog? 


YORK (ON TV) 
Well, let’s see. 


York leads Howard down a hallway, on a very long walk to the 
other end of the laboratory. On the way, he’s stopped by 
two executives who bend his ear. 


As they do this, we can now see we are watching the tape of 
Howard on stage at the Rutgers auditorium. On a screen 
behind him is projected the conversation between Howard and 
these men. 


HOWARD 
(into podium mike) 
It was my only case with the FDA. 
(beat ) 
These guys are stalling. They didn’t 
have the other dog. 


Howard now inspects the “second” dog. 
CLOSE ON DOG 
as he sidles up to a researcher’s pant leg. 


HOWARD (Cont’d) 
The manufacturer was testing Prozac. 
However, the morning of the inspection, 
the second dog dropped dead. So they 
led me on a tour of the place while 
they put the first dog into a different 
cage. 


The dog pees on a researcher. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
Everyone was pissed that day. 


SOUNDS of student laughter. 


(CONTINUED ) 


39. 
CONTINUED: 


RESUME SCENE 
in the office on Howard and Valerie. Spent. Satisfied. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
They liked the dog story. 


VALERIE 
Who didn’t? 


They kiss. 


HOWARD 
Will you come to my place for dinner? 


VALERIE 
Sure. When? 
HOWARD 
(thinks ) 
Three days. 


EXT. DELAWARE RIVER COTTAGE - DAY 


A cute cottage on a secluded part of the river. A FOR SALE 
sign is stuck at the end of the cobblestone driveway. 


Howard’s car is parked outside beside a minivan. 


INT. COTTAGE, KITCHEN 


A small country kitchen. Howard stands beside SHANNON 
KRIEGLER, a realtor, and SIDNEY OFFIT, a bowtie-clad N.Y. 
book editor. 


HOWARD 
(to realtor) 
So, let’s see. I can actually buy the place 
for fifty grand down and a seven-year owner 
carry at six percent? 


SHANNON 
That’s correct. 


HOWARD 
(to editor) 
And you’re holding a check for a 
hundred K as an advance for my memoirs? 


(CONTINUED ) 


40. 
CONTINUED: 


OFFIT 
Provided you sign this contract, yes... 


He hands Howard the contract. Howard studies it for two 
seconds, then signs. 


The realtor hands him the house purchase agreement. Howard 
signs it. Offit passes the check in front of Howard’s nose, 


across to the realtor. Howard sniffs as it crosses his 
path. The realtor smiles. 


HOWARD 
(to realtor) 
I hope you can make change. 


INT. HOWARD'S NEW COTTAGE - EVENING 


A few days later. New furniture, lots of empty boxes, piles 
of books still to be placed on shelves. 


CLOSE ON DESK 


A receipt from the Dreyfus College Fund Program indicating 
the kid’s gonna be okay. 


CLOSE ON CANDLE 


as we hear a MATCH BEING STRUCK. Howard’s hand lights two 
long ivory tapers. 


ANGLE ON STOVE 

Tomato sauce bubbling away. 

ON SPICE RACK 

A three-decker, most of which are out being used. 
The DOORBELL RINGS. 

CLOSE ON HOWARD 

He smiles. 


HOWARD 
(to himself) 
Chow time. 


4l. 


INT. LIVING ROOM 
A small table is set up in front of the CRACKLING fireplace. 
Howard and Valerie are just finishing dinner. MUSIC PLAYS 
in the background -- “I’ve Got the World on a String” by 
Frank Sinatra. 
VALERIE 
I like your new home. I like your 


food. I like your taste in music. 


HOWARD 
And for dessert... 


VALERIE 
I’m certain I’1l like that. 


HOWARD 
You like Mud Pie, too? 
SAME SCENE (LATER) 


CLOSE ANGLE on large, mostly uneaten piece of Mud Pie 
melting from the heat of the fire. A pile of clothing 
nearby. Familiar SOUNDS. This time we see only the fire. 


EXT. DELAWARE RIVER - MORNING 

Underrated in the guidebooks, but Jackie O. lived only 
thirty miles upstream. Hard to believe the outskirts of 
Trenton to be so serene. 

INT. COTTAGE - BEDROOM 


The Channel 10 local news features a nearby farmer and his 
domesticated pig. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


half-asleep, half-watching the morning news. Now it’s the 
Recipe Lady. 


VALERIE 
Ever think of leaving? 


(CONTINUED ) 


42. 


CONTINUED: 


ON TV 


HOWARD 
My whole life. Used to wish I were in 
Peru, then the South Pacific. Ina hut 
somewhere -- anywhere but here. 


VALERIE 
My ex-husband ran off to Bora Bora to 
bag some island princess. All he 
caught was malaria. 


HOWARD 
When I thought of Peru, I wasn’t 
thinking about women. 


VALERIE 
Why didn’t you go? 


HOWARD 
Oh, always waiting for things to be 
just right. More money, better 
established, good marriage, kid grown 


Up. 


VALERIE 
Three outta four... 


HOWARD 
Yeah, now I’m the local hero. 
(looks at her chest) 
Think globally, act locally. 


An ad for Shannon, the realtor seen previously. Talking of 
her recent sales. Wearing low-cut dress she could have 
gotten away with twenty years ago. 


Flashing picture of Howard among one of her recent sales. 


RESUME SCENE 


Howard flips the TV off. 


VALERIE 
Ever hear from Holt? 


HOWARD 
I have an ‘open invitation.’ To what, 
I don’t know. 


A NOISE is heard, rather loud and THUMPY. Valerie is 


startled. 


(CONTINUED ) 


43. 


CONTINUED: 
HOWARD (Cont’d) 
(reassuring) 
In the old days -- 
(laughs ) 


-- that is, about two weeks ago, I'd 
already have my gun out. Be crawling 
across the floor like a lunatic. 


VALERIE 
Sounded like someone knocked something 
over. Really, Howard. 


HOWARD 
A raccoon. 


VALERIE 
From the inside. 


HOWARD 
No way you’re gonna get me hincked up 
over this. 
(then) 
You want coffee? I set the timer. 


Howard heads toward the kitchen. Hears a slight noise 
again. Smiles, fighting the impulse to react. 
INT. KITCHEN 


Howard sets up two mugs of coffee. Gets ready to pour. 
Then it overtakes him. Got to check out the hall closet. 
Can’t help himself. 

INT. HALLWAY 


Howard’s got the two coffee mugs held in one hand as he 
opens the closet door. 


A crazed man leaps out, knocking him to the floor. Coffee 
mugs shatter against the wall. Howard gets up, runs into -- 


INT. LIVING ROOM 


Valerie comes from the bedroom half-naked to witness -- 


(CONTINUED ) 


44. 
CONTINUED: 


A STONE-COLD KILLER 


lunging at Howard, who picks up a South Pacific machete from 
the wall display. 


HOWARD 
Come on, pal. 


The man backs off at first, then pulls a gun from his 
pocket. Points it at Howard. 


ON HOWARD 
A moment of terror -- there is nothing he can do. 
VALERIE’S 
eyes say it all -- it’s over. 
MAN 
(matter-of-factly) 
Goodbye. 
The man pulls the trigger. CLICK. Then... another CLICK. 


Howard seizes the split-second, swings his machete, beheads the 
man. 


A splat of blood covers the wall like a David Hockney -- 
arching like a rainbow. 


Valerie screams. 


EXT. COTTAGE - LATER THAT MORNING 


The police must have nothing else to do in the entire state. 
All their cars seem to be here. 


The killer’s bagged body is taken away. 


HELICOPTERS THUMP overhead. 


INT. COTTAGE, KITCHEN - DAY 
Howard and TWO DETECTIVES. The grill is on. 


DETECTIVE CORBIN 
You've never seen this man, never heard 
his voice before... 


(CONTINUED ) 


45. 


CONTINUED: 
HOWARD 
Not a clue. He was in my closet. 
(indicates ) 
He pointed this gun at me, pulled the 
trigger. 


DETECTIVE KAYLOR 
Don’t touch the evidence. 


Howard pulls the trigger. Blows out a window. 


HOWARD 
Must’ve been a misfire. 


DETECTIVE CORBIN 
You dumb fuck! 


HOWARD 
I know the drill. What else do you 
want? I don’t know anything. Heard a 
noise in my closet. Opened it. Guy 
jumped out. Pointed gun. Pulled 
trigger. Gun didn’t fire. I chopped 
his head off with a machete. In the 
old days it’d be a conspiracy. Now I 
have a book deal, so it’s just an 
unrelated phenomenon. Case fuckin’ 


closed. 
DETECTIVE KAYLOR 
(unmoved ) 
What’s your relationship to Valerie 
Bogdan? 
HOWARD 
Friends. Good friends. 
(then) 


We fuck. Anything else? 


EXT. COTTAGE - DAY (A FEW DAYS LATER) 


Howard piles boxes of books and other memorabilia into a 
trash dumpster. He looks a balance of happy and sad as he 
“cleans house.” If he’s getting on with his life, he 
certainly appears reticent about it. 


Leaves blow gently around him. In the distance a neighbor 
unloads a truck full of wood. 


(CONTINUED ) 


46. 
CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON DUMPSTER 

Howard dumps the contents of a cardboard file box on its 
end. Old files and reports scatter about. One of them 
catches his eye. 

CLOSE ON BOUND PAPER 

“Acquitted” by Hamilton Holt, Harvard University, Copyright 
1966. It’s Holt’s law thesis. Howard reaches in and 
retrieves it, leafs through the pages... starts to toss it 
but stops himself. Looks at it again. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard’s thrown out all his oddball conspiracy books, 
articles, etc. Holt’s paper is the lone exception. 


Howard heads inside. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING 

Howard has taken control of his life. He’s settled in 
nicely to his new home. If we didn’t know better, we’d 
think he’d been here ten years. Like an army brat. 

INT. LIVING ROOM (LATER) 

After another dinner, complete with candles and cognac, 
Howard lights up a cigar and peruses Holt’s college thesis. 
It’s all coming back to him. 

CLOSE ON PAPER 

It’s a diagram -- what you want, what you sue for. 

MORE TEXT 

“Want a molehill, ask for the mountain.” “Choosing a point 
of entry.” “If there’s something you want, ask for 
something else.” 


VARIOUS DIFFERENT DIAGRAMS 


illustrating his point, formulating a grand scheme -- much 
larger, and different, from the matter at hand. 


47. 


INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 


Howard’s asleep -- in his recliner. “Nightline” is on. 
Holt is the guest. Recapping a golden career. 


HOLT (ON TV) 
When I took the Bar exam, I felt as if 
I were taking the Hippocratic Oath. 
People, especially today, cannot afford 
to be represented properly under our 
Constitution -- 


MOMENTS LATER 
a caller from Iowa. 


CALLER (V.O.) 
Mr. Holt, you could have made millions 
defending big corporations but instead 
you chose to defend the everyday person 
and become... 


HOLT (ON TV) 
-- a legend... ha... please, I did what 
I did, no more, no less. 

HOWARD TAKSEN 

is still asleep. Until -- 

ANGLE ON PHONE 


RINGING off the hook. Howard wakes up, answers. 


MAN’S VOICE (V.O.) 
Mr. Taksen...? 


HOWARD 
Yes. 


MAN'S VOICE (V.O.) 
Please hold for ‘Nightline.’ 


And as Howard becomes conscious, the HOST looks into the 
camera as if looking right at Howard. 


HOST (ON TV) 

Mr. Howard Taksen, private detective 
extraordinaire from Trenton, New 
Jersey, how are you tonight? 


(CONTINUED ) 


48. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Subdued. 


HOLT (ON TV) 
That’s Howard, never one to get excited 
over anything. 
(then) 
What excites you, Mr. Taksen? 


HOWARD 
The thrill of victory. World peace. 
Potato chips for breakfast. 


Valerie enters the living room wearing a T-shirt. Sees 
Howard talking to the TV. 


HOST (ON TV) 
You two ever consider working together 
again? 


HOLT (ON TV) 
I’ve used many investigators over the 
years but none has displayed the acumen 
and common sense of Howard Taksen. 


The host “looks” at Howard. 


VALERIE 
They’re talking to you? 


HOWARD 
(into phone) 
I must say I’ve been impressed with 
Hamilton Holt from the beginning. At 
one time I planned to write a novel 
based upon his college thesis. 


Valerie is now up to speed. Kneels down in front of Howard. 
Rubs his leg. 


HOST (ON TV) 
The thesis was impressive? 


Howard begins to answer; Holt cuts in. 


HOLT (ON TV) 
An arrogant student’s folly. 


HOWARD 
‘Know the outcome before you know the 
case...’ 


(CONTINUED ) 


49. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT (ON TV) 
(dismissive) 
Wishful thinking. The optimism of a 
law student. 


HOWARD 
‘The law is a living, breathing 
organism, as much a part of any trial 
as the judge and jury.’ 


HOST (ON TV) 
Mr. Holt, we didn’t realize you'd 
developed such eloquence so early on. 


HOWARD 
Aren’t you glad you called? 


HOLT (ON TV) 
(incredulous ) 
The man read my thesis. 


ANGLE ON COFFEE TABLE 


Holt’s thesis is open to the cover page -- “Acquitted”, 
dated Febuary 9, 1966. Harvard Law School. 


HOLT (V.O.) 
Flattery can be so uncomfortable... 
annoying, actually. 


RESUME SCENE 


Valerie places her hand on Howard’s crotch. Howard’s eyes 
show his pleasure. 


HOST (ON TV) 
So this thesis has been the foundation of your 
practice all these years? 


HOLT (ON TV) 

Far from it. I have gone one hundred 
eighty degrees in the opposite 
direction. Let other practitioners 
play legal chess from a six-moves-ahead 
perspective. 

(then) 
I believe a trial is no different from driving 
at night. You can only see as far as your 
headlights -- but it’s possible to make the 
entire journey that way. 


Valerie slides OUT OF FRAME and is now giving Howard head. 


(CONTINUED ) 


50. 
CONTINUED: 


HOST (ON TV) 
Mr. Taksen, thank you for joining us 
here on ‘Nightline’. 
HOLT (ON TV) 
(pompous as ever) 
They sucked me into it, Howard. I 
thought I’d bring you along for the 
good time. 
Howard can barely handle the phone. 
HOWARD 
(to Valerie as much as 
to Holt) 
Thank you for having me. 


EXT. COTTAGE - NIGHT 

Darkness. The flickering of the TV is visible through a 
window. Howard’s MOAN of pleasure escapes into the night. 
INT. BEDROOM - THE FOLLOWING MORNING 


Howard is sound asleep -- alone. 


INT. KITCHEN —- CLOSE ON COFFEEMAKER 


Valerie’s hand removes the glass pot from its cradle, pours 
a cup of coffee. 


ANGLE ON KITCHEN TABLE 
where she leafs through Holt’s thesis. 
A SHORT WHILE LATER 


she is startled to find Howard standing behind her. They 
say nothing... they’re thinking the same thing. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 
who removes a yellow pad and pencil from the drawer. 
CLOSE ON PAD 


as he draws a line down the middle. 


Sl. 


EXT. FARMERS MARKET - DAY 


Several FOR RENT signs. 


INT. FARMERS MARKET 

Howard charms the young clerk. 

Her face tells us she’s not supposed to do this... but... as 
she opens her file cabinet, Howard jots down a few notes. 
INT. MAIL BOXES, ETC. 


Valerie speaks with the Iranian Owner who produces an 
application. Valerie waves him off, explains, upon which 
the Man doesn’t hesitate to retrieve a filled-out 
application from his files. 


CLOSE ON COPIER 

making the copy. 

ANGLE ON VALERIE 

who mouths “thank you.” 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


The Man says something. Valerie gives him a dime. 


EXT. OFFICE BUILDING 


Seven stories high. 


INT. OFFICE BUILDING 

Howard walks through the lobby, past the directory and into 
an elevator. 

INT. OFFICE BUILDING, 4TH FLOOR 


The sign on the door lists several businesses, one of which 
is NORTHEAST TELEMANAGEMENT. 


52. 


INT. SMALL LOBBY 

This is a voicemail, fax-on-demand, web page, everything for 
the electronic home office kind of place. A dozen brochures 
of services sit on the counter. 


Several people mill about. The place is a zoo, but at least 
three Workers appear to be free. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 
who waits a few moments, then lowers his hand on the 


counter’s bell. All three People look over at him. Howard 
shrugs. 


INT. PHOTOGRAPHY STUDIO 


A young Family is having their portrait done in front of a 
fake-snow background. The camera flashes. 


ANGLE ON THE PHOTOGRAPHER 
It’s Lance Dygert, the videographer from the Farmers Market. 
He seems pleased with the shot, then turns and sees Valerie 


waiting for him. Could she be another client? He extends 
his hand. 


EXT. RUTGERS UNIVERSITY, SCOTT HALL - DAY 
Howard’s Cadillac is parked among a dozen Mustangs, old and 
new. 


INT. SCOTT HALL 


The room is pitch black, except now there’s a burst of light 
-- and a hand projected on a large screen. 


HOWARD’S VOICE 
To begin with, ladies and gentlemen, as 
you can see from Exhibit ‘A’... 
A space rental application FILLS THE SCREEN. 
HOWARD’S VOICE (Cont'd) 


This space rental agreement was entered 
into by a Mrs. Mary Hughes. 


(CONTINUED ) 


53. 


CONTINUED: 


A photo of the space is now shown, obviously by an overhead 
projector. A small booth in the Farmers Market normally 


used for 


produce. 


A page from an affidavit is now projected. 


VALERIE’S VOICE 
The videographer, Lance Dygert, provides the 
court with this affidavit saying he was hired 
to videotape various stalls at the Farmers 
Market for promotional purposes. Mr. Dygert 
was engaged over the phone by a ‘Mary Hughes,’ 
who’d placed an ad in the Trentonian. He 
would leave a message on her voicemail, and 
she’d return his call. When he attempted to 
contact the woman to say he may have taped a 
murder suspect, the voicemail had been 
disconnected. The two never actually met. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
A woman -- you guessed it -- Mary Hughes, 
rented a post office box at Mail Boxes, Et 
cetera on Sandhicken Drive. But, as is the 
case with the space rental, none of the 
information contained in the application is 
correct. Not the address, phone number, DOB, 
drivers license or social security numbers. 


Voicemail phone bills are shown. 


A police 


VALERIE’S VOICE 
Both the victim and the defendant had 
Mary Hughes’ voicemail number on their 
phone bills. Which leads one to wonder 
why on earth either of them would call 
a number that only the videographer, 
the space owner at the Farmers Market, 
and the mailbox place had reason to 
call. They wouldn’t even know this 
number. 


report is projected. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
Although adamant they got their man, 
the police note that Christopher Bogdan 
wasn’t even home the day that this 
particular call was made to Mary 
Hughes’ number. 


An affidavit appears on the screen. 


(CONTINUED ) 


54. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD’S VOICE (Cont'd) 
His landlord claims that to the best of 
his knowledge, Bogdan lived alone and 
no one else had a key to his apartment. 
VALERIE’S VOICE 
(voice cracks) 
This was further corroborated by 
several members of his family. 
The lights go on. 
VARIOUS ANGLES 


on the now-blank screen, on a few empty chairs, then a row of empty 
chairs, then an auditorium full of empty chairs. 


Howard and Valerie are all alone, rehearsing a mock 
presentation. 


HOWARD 
They’1l buy something’s up, won’t they? 


Valerie’s silence answers his question. 


EXT. HOWARD’S COTTAGE - CLOSE ON SIDE DOOR LOCK - AFTERNOON 
It’s been jimmied. PULL BACK to reveal two patrol cars in 
front of the house. 

INT. COTTAGE 

The POLICE are through searching. 


OFFICER VARVAS 
(to Howard) 
No one’s here -- nothing’s missing. 
ON FILE CABINET 


HOWARD 
My file cabinet is jammed. 


He forces it open, fumbles through the files. 


OFFICER VARVAS 
Looks like someone either broke in and changed 
his mind or couldn’t get in at all. 


(CONTINUED ) 


55. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
(considers ) 
Right. 


He closes file cabinet. 


EXT. COTTAGE 
Cops are about to leave. 
HOWARD 
Maybe I should take an ad out -- ‘Don’t 
have shit, leave me alone.’ 
OFFICER VARVAS 
Cheer up. At least this time no one 


got his head chopped off. 


HOWARD 
This time. 


As Varvas walks toward his car, he pauses. 
OFFICER VARVAS 
The guy you capped, I never quite 
understood it. Only had a misdemeanor 
B & E on wraps. 


This is news to Howard. 


OFFICER VARVAS (Cont'd) 
Guy broke into a library last year. 


HOWARD 
A library? 


OFFICER VARVAS 
Up near Boston... 
INT. COTTAGE - CLOSE ON FILE 


Fingers shuffle through files... looking, removing folders 
two and three at a time... searching. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 


Something’s missing. 


56. 


INT. VALERIE’S APARTMENT 


A potter’s wheel turns slowly. A pair of hands shapes a 
vase. 


ANGLE ON VALERIE 
as she shapes the vase. 


The phone is wedged between her head and shoulder. She’s 
talking with Howard. 


VALERIE 
I’m making you a vase. For the lilacs 
outside your bedroom. 
(beat) 
What’s gone? 


INTERCUT as needed. 


HOWARD 
Holt’s law thesis. 


VALERIE 
That’s all...? 


HOWARD 
It’s the only thing missing. 
(beat) 
Then there’s what the cop told me. 
EXT. MASSACHUSETTS HIGHWAY - EARLY MORNING 
Howard’s car is whizzing along Highway 91 toward -- 


CLOSE ON SIGN 


CAMBRIDGE - Next Exit. 


EXT. HARVARD -— MORNING 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
The guy who tried to kill me was after 
the same thing. I just surprised him, 
is all. 


Old bricks and pillars. Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme. 
Splendid. 


57. 


INT. LANGDELL LAW LIBRARY 
Only the most die-hard are here this early. 


Howard and Valerie, having driven most of the night, have 
little tolerance for the foreign INTERN at the front desk. 


INTERN 
You don’t have a pass? 


HOWARD 
Please don’t make me go all the way 
home... I’ve been adjunct for seven 


weeks. Genetics. 


INTERN 
This is a private university. I was 
told we could lose our funding if I 
don’t abide strictly by the -- 


VALERIE 
Government records. We’re here to 
visit the Government Records section. 
(then, to Howard as much 
as to intern) 
Anyone is permitted to do that. 
Valerie is proud of herself. 


INTERN 
Yes, you can. 


Howard is impressed. 


INT. LIBRARY, GOVERNMENT RECORDS 

Howard and Valerie take a sneaky turn from this section to 
the JOHN ADAMS COLLECTION room. 

INT. JOHN ADAMS COLLECTION ROOM 


Papers galore. Tabs with names such as Henry Kissinger, 
John Kennedy, F. Lee Bailey, Oliver Wendell Holmes, Theodore 
Sorensen, etc. 

TRACKING 


down the list to the “Z's.” Which continues onto another 
shelf. 


(CONTINUED ) 


58. 
CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 
heading down the list. 


HOWARD 
I feel smarter just being here. 


VALERIE 
What we’re doing, is this a crime? 


HOWARD 
Not really... we didn’t break in, we 
just took a wrong turn. 
Bingo. 
ANGLE ON FILE 
Hamilton Holt... “Acquitted”. 


Howard pulls it out, places the file on a reading table. 


VALERIE 
They won’t let us copy this, will they? 


CLOSE ON TABLE 


as Howard opens file. It’s a sheaf of blank pages. No 
thesis here. 


Howard looks at Valerie. 


VALERIE (Cont'd) 
One of this century’s most celebrated 
legal practitioners -- and no record of 
his thesis. 


HOWARD 
Someone swiped it. From my home, from 
here. 
(beat) 
Either a grand act of humility ora 
grand cover-up. 


ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 
amongst the 300-year-old wood... 


VALERIE 
Where else might there be a copy...? 


59. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA —- DAY 


CLOSE on image of Richard Nixon’s face. Very close. It 
appears to be a clay statue. A hand lifts the image and 
places it in a metal contraption of some kind. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 

A shoe kicks a lever -- 

The clear blue sky -- 

Nixon’s head whizzing into the distance -- 
Howard and Valerie walking toward the marina -- 
Blam! 

The clay head explodes. 

Howard and Valerie take cover. 

ON BOAT (SPELLBOUND) 


Hamilton Holt skeet shooting off the bow. Sees Howard and 
Valerie. Calls out: 


HOLT 
You two look like you could use a drink 
even more than tricky Dick. 


INT. SPELLBOUND 
Same hand as before, but this time pouring a scotch. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Holt looking overly enthusiastic regarding his uninvited 
guests. 


HOLT 
I’ve worked with so many people over 
the years. Been in contact with the 
families of victims, families of 
criminals. I try not to forget a 
Single one. 


(CONTINUED ) 


60. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
(takes a sip) 
Cutty Sark usually has the opposite 
effect on me. 


HOLT 
(laughs ) 
Some drink to remember, some drink to 
forget. 
VALERIE 


Some drink because their innocent 
brother is dead for no apparent reason. 


Holt and Howard exchange looks. 


HOLT 
That, too. 
Holt gets up, walks around the stateroom. It’s filled with 
a hodgepodge of collectibles -- all rare, every one 
interesting. 


Holt stands in front of a glass case which houses a 1966 New 
York Yankees baseball bat. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
So what brings the two of you to Snug 
Harbor? The memberships are spoken 
for. 


HOWARD 
Actually, we were conducting research 
and figured the Harvard Library might 
prove helpful. 


HOLT 
(jovial) 
Got a new case brewing? Very good, 
keep the juices flowing... 


VALERIE 
It’s kind of an offshoot of an old one. 


HOLT 
(re Howard and Valerie) 
We’re partners now...? 


HOWARD 
(gets up, looks at 
relics as he speaks) 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


61. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD (CONT'D) 
Just on this one case. I hope to 
include it in my book. 


HOLT 
And you were interested in my law 
thesis for such an endeavor... 


Howard and Valerie are stopped cold. 


HOWARD 
Partially, yes. 


ANGLE ON GLASS SHELF 


Valerie takes note of old books and journals. 


VALERIE 
But the one on file seems to have 
vanished. 

HOWARD 


As did the copy from my home. 


HOLT 
(smiles) 
When the librarian called, she said you 
were quite determined about it. Yes, 
Harvard has video cameras, too. 
Perhaps you should have picked up the 
phone. Might have saved you a trip. 


Holt removes the baseball bat from its case, rubs his hand 
up and down its shaft. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
(walking around) 
You see, I can’t seem to locate a copy myself. 
In fact, when I’d learned you had one, I 
intended to contact you. 


VALERIE 
But you forgot? 


HOLT 
I’ve been busy contemplating 
retirement. 
(then, to Howard) 
And the two of you have been busy not 
letting well enough alone. 


Holt takes a bag of baseballs from a cabinet and heads for a 
door. Howard follows. Valerie stays behind. 


62. 


EXT. SPELLBOUND, STERN 


Holt reaches into the bag of baseballs and hits off the side 
of the ship. Howard watches in disbelief. 


HOWARD 
The ballboy must be a scuba diver. 


HOLT 
Mickey Mantle hit a four hundred fifty- 
nine-foot homer into the parking lot at 
Kamisky Park -- 


HOWARD 
-- March 8, 1966. Russ Kammerer was 
the pitcher. Yanks beat the White Sox, 
nine-eight. 


HOLT 
The same day I was admitted to the 
Massachusetts Bar. Two months before I 
received my diploma. Also my twenty- 
fifth birthday. And yours. 
(then) 
Care to give it a shot? 


Holt hands bat to Howard. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Careful, cost me forty grand. 


HOWARD 
That’s some piece of wood. 


HOLT 
Ash. From Chile. Not like the Mexican 
ones today. 


Howard takes note of this, as does Holt. Both men work a 
bit too hard not to acknowledge this fact. 


Holt tosses a baseball cap to Howard. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Put this on, it’ll bring you luck. 


Howard puts on cap. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
It helped Ted Williams when he hit a 
grand slam off Tom Sturdivant in ‘57. 


(CONTINUED ) 


63. 
CONTINUED: 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Surreal. Hamilton Holt pitching to Howard Taksen, who 
smacks balls off the ship. As they speak, Holt’s pitches 
get faster... and faster. 


HOWARD 
I thought collectibles like these were 
for glass cases. 


HOLT 
And for special occasions. 


HOWARD 
What makes this so special? 


HOLT 
When the light goes on in a man, you 
can see it in his eyes. 


HOWARD 
Maybe it’s just his own natural 
sparkle. 


Howard works hard to keep up with Holt’s pitches. 


HOLT 
You’re moderately famous now, Mr. 
Taksen. People actually want to employ 
you. Readers have taken an interest in 
what you have to say. 


Howard’s hitting the balls farther and farther, responding 
to each pitch. 


HOWARD 
I’ve come into my own. I’m blossoming. 


HOLT 
Taken a lifetime, hasn’t it? 


HOWARD 
I figure I’m like Chinese bamboo. You get 
it planted, but the root system takes 
fifteen years. Then one day it shoots up 
eighty feet. 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


Balls flying off the side of the ship. Valerie comes up on 
deck but is not seen by either man. 


(CONTINUED ) 


64. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT 
So now you’ve got me locked in your 
sights. Perhaps we shall cut to the 
chase. Pardon the unfortunate pun, but 
the bases are covered. 
(then) 
You have nothing. 


Holt laughs. In comes the pitch, which sails past Howard. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Strike one. 


HOWARD 
You think you can get away with this? 


The throw, Howard swings late. 


HOLT 
Strike two. 


HOWARD 
You’re a sick son-of-a-bitch. 


HOLT 
I’ve been called worse. 


Holt smiles as he says this. Then -- 


HOLT (Cont’d) 
(winding up) 
Go home, finish your book, make love to 
your woman. Enjoy life, Mr. Taksen. I 
do. 


The throw, only this time Howard connects and hits a line 
drive right into Holt’s gut. The man doubles over in pain, 
then falls to the ground. 


Howard sees Valerie and walks past Holt toward her. As he 
does, he heaves the baseball bat and the cap overboard, 
where they float out to sea. 


EXT. SNUG HARBOR MARINA, WALKWAY 
Howard and Valerie head toward their car. 


HOWARD 
He did it. He got away clean, and he 
wants us to know it. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


65. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD (CONT'D) 
He set the whole thing up. He set me 
up. Just to be a bigshot. 


VALERIE 
He framed Chris for murder. 


HOWARD 
Just to set the legend in stone. 


VALERIE 
My brother is dead, and Steven Banks is 
dead. 
(then) 
Wasn’t the Reston case enough? 


HOWARD 
Apparently not. 
(then) 
The best defense is to know the outcome 
as well as you know the crime. 
(explains) 
Holt’s thesis. 


VALERIE 
I doubt that knowing how he did it will 
help. 

HOWARD 
It must, or he wouldn’t want it out of 
circulation. 


Valerie pulls a cloth-bound manuscript from her bag. Holt’s 
thesis. Hands it to Howard. 


VALERIE 
While I was freshening up, I thought 
I'd borrow this. 
(a beat) 
I should reimburse the man for breaking 
the lock on his desk. 
CLOSE ON CD-ROM 


as it slides into a drive. 


A large screen fills with images. The SOUND of a KEYBOARD 
CLACKING. 


A young Holt in front of a news crew. 


Headlines -- Holt wins acquittal in Key West murder. 


(CONTINUED ) 


66. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD (0.S.) 
No way he was as slick at twenty-five 
as he is now. Must’ve screwed up 
somehow. 


More images of Holt receiving awards, shaking President 
Johnson’s hand, an article announcing his invitation and 
acceptance to teach at Harvard -- the youngest man ever to 
be offered such a position. 


VALERIE (0.S.) 
You intend to solve a crime in three 
days that’s been rehashed for thirty 
years? 

HOWARD (0.S.) 
I don’t want to leave my house empty 


for too long. Don’t you have some 
vacation time coming? 


EXT. SKY, UNITED JET - FOLLOWING DAY 


As a 757 prepares to land over Key West. 


VALERIE (V.O.) 
I do. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
Besides, there’s no statute of 
limitations on murder. 


EXT. KEY WEST INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT 


CLOSE on runway -- 757 touches down. 


INT. TERMINAL 

Howard and Valerie are among the crowd of passengers 
disembarking. 

INT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 


Tropical parrots and exotic birds in cages crowd the small 
lobby. Howard is talking with the gay DESK CLERK, as his 
one small carry-on rests alone on an oversized valet cart. 


(CONTINUED ) 


67. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
The D.A. still in the old courthouse? 
Or did they move to the Fisher 
Building? 


CLERK 
Courthouse. 


HOWARD 
And say someone wished to get some old 
photos, records, that sort of thing. 
The main library open late? 


CLERK 
You lookin’ for somethin’ criminal...? 


HOWARD 
(laughs it off) 
Just a history buff. 
CLERK 
--. Then why not take a Henry Steadman 
tour? 


Clerk reaches into his collection of brochures, hands Howard 


CLOSE ON PAMPHLET 
“Re-live the Best Crimes of the Keys.” 


CLERK (Cont'd) 
The duck leaves every two hours. 


HOWARD 
The what? 
EXT. DUVAL STREET 


QUACKING SOUND reveals a TOUR GUIDE who sports a wireless 
headset and a duck hat. 


GUIDE 
Hop on up, and don’t be afraid of the 
quacks. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
An old World War II amphibian transport -- known as a 


“duck.” A huge bathtub with wheels and a propeller. CRIMES 
OF THE FLORIDA KEYS painted on the sides. 


(CONTINUED ) 


68. 
CONTINUED: 


VARIOUS ANGLES 


The duck seats 25 people and gets underway, turning onto 
Whitehead Street. 


Howard and Valerie are seated toward the front, right next 
to the guide and his blaring portable SPEAKER. 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
Manson, Speck, Dahmer -- don’t light a candle 
to the case of Justin Dunhart. 

(indicates ) 

Right there at fourteen eighteen Whitehead 
Street, Mr. J.G. Dunhart... President of First 
National Bank of Key West, resided with his 
lovely wife Mary. Fine wines, rare antiques, 
baseball memorabilia, the whole ball of wax. 
But as we will see -- 


ON WISHING WELL IN REAR OF ESTATE (MINUTES LATER) 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
-—- Mr. Dunhart had a little accident. Seems 
he was pushed into his own well. 


Passengers are riveted. Howard and Valerie can’t believe 
this is actually a tour. 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
‘Course they couldn’t dredge up the 
body for almost eight weeks -- had to 
identify Dunhart through dental 
records. 
(then) 
Luckily there was a witness. 


The duck heads down a dirt path into a tributary leading to 
the Gulf of Mexico. We are now afloat. Several passengers 
move closer to one another. 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
Not to worry. These vehicles were used 
in World War Two to shuttle soldiers 
and military personnel from aircraft 
Carriers to the shore. 


ANGLE ON REAR OF DUNHART ESTATE - FROM WATER 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
Mrs. Dunhart had an interesting little 


quirk -- for a society woman, that is. 
She loved to fish. 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 


69. 
CONTINUED: 


GUIDE (CONT’D) 
And on July 27, 1966, she had a twenty- 
pound bass on the line when she heard a 
man’s scream. A scream she’d never 
heard before, but one she knew well. 


INTERCUT OLD FOOTAGE (PER DIRECTOR) 


It’s dark, but light enough to see. Wylie Reston, a black 

man in his early 20’s, talks with Dunhart, about 35. Mary 

Dunhart -- Eva Marie Saint at 30 -- sports wading boots and 
a rod. She turns to see her husband as he’s confronted by 

this man. 


GUIDE (V.O.) 
As the prosecutor, A.J. Loria, 
explained to the jury, Reston was 
turned down for a home loan and thought 
it best to confront the head of the 
bank. 


A struggle ensues. 


GUIDE (V.O.) 
Not liking what Dunhart had to say, 
Reston attacked him, and pushed him 
into sixty-five feet of Key West spring 
water. 


ON MARY 


The fish flops all around her but she’s transfixed on the 
man running from her house. 


RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE 
Identified in the lineup, Reston was 
charged with first-degree murder. 
Needless to say, he never did get his 
home loan. 


MOMENTS LATER 


The duck, out of the water, drives in front of the old 
courthouse. 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
It was in this building that Hamilton 
Holt became a legend. 


70. 


INT. COURTHOUSE 


The guide now leads the dozen tourists through an empty 
courtroom. 


GUIDE 
The case was open-and-shut: positive 
ID on the body, an eyewitness naming 
Wylie Reston as the killer, anda 
motive -- being rejected for a 
mortgage. One bank employee testified 
that when he was turned down, Mr. 
Reston threatened to do anything in his 
power to destroy the First National 
Bank of Key West. 


HOWARD 
What was the make-up of the jury? 


GUIDE 
Lily white. The D.A. joked that you 
needed sunglasses to sit in the 
courtroom. 


MONTAGE - INTERCUT STILL PHOTOS 


of the 1966 proceedings -- the players, the witnesses, the 
packed courtroom, the reporters. 


GUIDE (V0. 
That’s when the magician began his work. Mr. 
Holt hired Ross Frew, a local private eye, to 
check out the bank teller. Impersonating an 
FBI agent, Frew got the teller to admit he 
didn’t actually hear Wylie say he’d ruin First 
National. Dunhart just ‘told’ him about it. 
But despite it being hearsay, the judge 
admitted the statement. 
(then) 
Then, Holt produced a certified letter written 
by Wylie to First National, asking that his 
loan application be withdrawn. The letter was 
dated two days before the murder. The bank 
had no record of such a letter and the 
prosecutor argued it was a fabrication. 
However, the post office verified the receipt 
was authentic. 
(then) 
The defendant’s brother Clarence testified that 
Wylie was with him on Grassy Key at the time of 
the murder. Said they’d been repairing a 
church steeple. Materials were purchased 
earlier that day. 
(MORE ) 
(CONTINUED ) 


71. 
CONTINUED: 


GUIDE (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
Both men’s fingerprints were all over the 
steeple. Wylie would’ve had to drive a hundred 
and fifteen miles an hour to get to Dunhart’s 
place in time to commit the murder that 
evening. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The guide plays an audio TAPE on his portable PLAYER as we 
INTERCUT photos of a young Holt. 


YOUNG HOLT (V.O.) 

The police have a dead body and an eyewitness. 
They’re not about to pursue an alibi provided 
by the defendant’s own brother. They’re not 
going to check out what time lumber was 
purchased for a church steeple. They’re not 
going to dust the steeple for fingerprints or 
figure time and distance for the accused to 
commit the crime. Their efforts lean solely 
toward conviction, to which they will pursue 
the tiniest detail. But in regard to 
innocence, should that concept be entertained, 
the detail work is left to the defense. 
Innocence must strike the police on the 
cranium to attract their attention -- and even 
then it’s a crap shoot. 


RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE 

That still didn’t persuade the jury. 

(then) 
But based on this evidence, Mr. Holt was able 
to convince Mrs. Dunhart, on the stand, that 
the man she identified as her husband’s killer 
could not really be the man she’d seen after 
all. 


PHOTOS OF JURY MEMBERS 


GUIDE (0.S.) (Cont'd) 
And even then the jury -- all twelve of them, 
mind you -- were ready to convict. Until Mrs. 


Dunhart looked each of them in the eye and 
pleaded with them to set the defendant free. 
Which reluctantly they did. 


(CONTINUED ) 


72. 
CONTINUED: 


RESUME SCENE 


GUIDE (Cont'd) 
Aside from the victim, the only 
casualty from the whole affair was the 
P.I., who did six months for 
impersonating an FBI agent. Had his 
license yanked to boot. 


VALERIE 
Where is he now? 


GUIDE 

(continues with speech) 
The prosecutor, A.J. Loria, couldn’t wait to 
enlist in Vietnam, where he died on his first 
day of duty. Judge Trowbridge, once a 
candidate for the Supreme Court, passed away 
at ninety-seven, having lost all his marbles 
in the end. Wylie Reston, still considered 
guilty, moved his family to Tennessee to begin 
a new life. Two years after the acquittal, 
his new home burned to the ground -- with him 
and his family inside. It was said that Mary 
Dunhart moved to England after the trial, 
cashing in her stock in First National. The 
bank failed six months later. Two men from 
Miami were accused of transferring sixteen 
million of the bank’s assets out of the 
country. When the Feds caught up with them in 
Hong Kong, the men were too dead to cooperate. 
Rumor has it that Justin Dunhart instigated 
the whole shebang, but you know the South, 
everyone likes a good story. 


The guide now addresses Valerie’s question. 
GUIDE (Cont'd) 
You asked about Ross Frew? 
EXT. FREW’S BREWS BAR 
The duck pulls up to a small, touristy watering hole. 


GUIDE 
Thirty minutes and we’re outta here. 


73. 


INT. FREW’S BREWS 


A shrine to private detectives -- real and fiction. A Sam 
Spade corner, Sherlock Holmes display, Travis McGee barefoot 
bar. 


Books, posters and T-shirts for sale. A small sign: FOR 
FRANCHISE INFO PLEASE SEE OWNER, MR. ROSS FREW. 


The guests are quickly seated, including Valerie. It’s hot 
in Key West. The blonde Bartender starts mixing tropical 
drinks. 


HOWARD 
(to Bartender ) 
Who do I see about franchise 
information? 


She hasn’t heard this too often. 


INT. ROSS FREW’S OFFICE 


Howard enters and is greeted by a 300-pound, bearded ROSS 
FREW. He’s about 60. 


FREW 
Hello, Ross Frew. 


HOWARD 
Howard Taksen. 


FREW 
No kidding? The Howard Taksen? 


HOWARD 
The Ross Frew? 


FREW 
Have a seat. I will. 


He plops down in the maroon leather chair behind an old 
wooden desk. His office is strikingly similar to Howard's, 
a fact not lost on Howard. 


FREW (Cont'd) 
I suppose you’re not here to purchase 
my name and likeness. 


HOWARD 
You offended? 


(CONTINUED ) 


74. 


CONTINUED: 


FREW 
But you are here about our common bond. 


Howard doesn’t want any kind of bond with this pig. 


FREW (Cont'd) 
Don’t worry, the obesity’s genetic. 
And you still have your license. 
(then) 
Other than that, we’re two peas ina 
pod. 


Howard would beg to differ. 


HOWARD 
I came down here, Mr. Frew, because of 
some concerns I have regarding the 
Bogdan case. 


FREW 
(smiles ) 
So you think something is rotten. You 
smell it, you taste it, you shit it 
every morning after the autograph 
session at Starbucks. 


HOWARD 
Look, if I’m wasting your time, I’11l be 
more than happy to -- 


FREW 
My time! No, it’s your time that 
you’re wasting. 


He gets up, goes to floor-to-ceiling wooden cabinet. 


He opens 
Photos. 


FREW (Cont'd) 
You see this? 


it. Thousands of documents. Files. Tapes. 


FREW (Cont'd) 
This is my wasted life. I solve a crime -- 
that is, I get an innocent man off -- and lose 
my license. Can’t get it back. I do time. 
Hamilton Holt gets his name in the 
encyclopedia. And I’m left with three things -- 
a bar, a gift shop, and a thirty-year bad taste 
in my mouth. 


(CONTINUED ) 


75. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
I may not end up with that much. 


FREW 
Once I suggested to a judge that the Reston 
case be reopened. He said never to mention it 
again. Holt heard about it and told me to let 
well enough alone -- a method that’s worked 
well for him over the years. 


HOWARD 
What do you think happened? 


FREW 
Wylie Reston was set up and exculpatory 
evidence was planted for some lowlife 
P.I. putz to ‘discover’ and get him 
off. Then Holt becomes famous -- 


HOWARD 
-- each time he comes to a small town 
to defend an open-and-shut case. Hires 
the local investigator. 


These two are now like old friends catching up. 


FREW 
Both defendants professed their 
innocence. 
HOWARD 
Mine was devastated over the arrest. 
(then) 


There’s no way Bodgan did it. 


FREW 
Wylie Reston could have got to 
Dunhart’s place in a helicopter. But I 
don’t think so. 


HOWARD 
My guy was on videotape running from 
the crime scene. Turned out not to be 
the crime scene. 


FREW 
Which leads us to the ‘neither one of 
them did it’ scenario. 


Frew has been waiting all these years for this meeting. 
Howard gets up, walks to files. 


(CONTINUED ) 


76. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Given thirty years, one could get very good 
at what one does. But the first time out, 
like riding a bike -- 


FREW 
Or driving a stick shift -- 


BOTH 
Like sex. 
HOWARD 
Bound to be a few mistakes. 
(then) 


Things that once might have been insignificant 
may now prove otherwise. 


FREW 

You got two choices, Mr. Taksen. Let 
it go, sell your book, make an 
infomercial, be the P.I.’s P.I. Or, 
prove he did it. Don’t say it if you 
can’t prove it. Else you end up in the 
back room of a bar. Wheels turning in 
your brain. Keeping you alive. 
Driving you insane. 

(then) 
You thirsty? 


EXT. GRAVEYARD - LATER THAT DAY 


Howard and Valerie walk through the Duncan Street Cemetery 
and find themselves in front of Justin Dunhart’s crypt. 


The two sit silently on a marble bench, and after a moment 
seem to be lost in their exotic surroundings. 


ANGLE ON DUNHART’S CRYPT 


Several Dunharts are interned here. Two -- Justin, Sr. and 
his brother, Thomas -- are noted as founders of First 
National. 

VALERIE 


I wonder how Justin number one would 
feel knowing that Justin number two 
gave up the store. 


(CONTINUED ) 


77. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
It’s no different than most father and 
son businesses. The old man hands it 
to the kid who hands it to the bank. 


VALERIE 
You think there’s any truth to that 
story about Dunhart and the bank’s 
sixteen million? 


HOWARD 
Don’t know. 
(then, deflated) 
Don’t really care. 


He gets up. Starts walking with Valerie beside him. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
For once in my life I’m gonna be like 
everyone else. Let well enough alone. 
Take the easy way out. 
(then) 
Stop stepping on my own dick. 


VALERIE 
I really need to get the bastard who 
set up my brother. 


HOWARD 
And then what? See the guy go to jail - 
- or get off. Sell the TV movie 
rights? Become a victims’ advocate? 
God I hate those people. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 
They’re out of the cemetery, walking along Duncan Street. 


VALERIE 
(he can’t be serious) 
It looks like someone else has just 
died. 


HOWARD 
Like Blanche Dubois said, ‘There’s 
what’s true, and there’s what ought to 
be true.’ 
(then) 
What say we go back to the hotel, steal 
some towels, and head for the airport? 


(CONTINUED ) 


78. 
CONTINUED: 


VALERIE 
And leave ‘well enough’ alone? 


HOWARD 
For once, yes. 


VALERIE 
Why did you become a private 
investigator? It couldn’t be for the 
life of affluence it’s afforded you. 


HOWARD 

(this stings, but --) 
A guy gets busted, he’s got the weight of the 
world against him. Local cops, sometimes FBI, 
DEA, SEC, CIA. All compiling evidence to 
convict. A lawyer can only explain away so 
much. Someone’s got to step in and help. What 
if nobody did? Then what? 


VALERIE 
(impressed) 
Why you? 
HOWARD 


I guess I’d like to think someone would 
be there for me if I needed a break. 

Of course, there’s been plenty times I 
needed one -- never got it. 


VALERIE 
Maybe you’ve got to give yourself the 
first one. 


She puts her arm around him, and the two continue walking. 


INT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 


Back in bed. Both are silent for a long time. It is 
raining lightly and droplets blow in through the open 
window. 


HOWARD 
Must be nice to come from generations of 
bankers. People take you seriously -- or 


pretend to anyway. You can afford to go out on 
a limb for the greater good. Be a benefactor. 


VALERIE 
Collect antiques. Wine. Baseball 
memorabilia. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED ) 


79. 
CONTINUED: 


VALERIE (CONT’D) 
(then) 
I say we sponsor a Little League team 


when we get home. 


HOWARD 
You got it. 


Their words are hollow, their spirit all but gone. Then: 


VALERIE 
Who was Hamilton Holt’s father? 


HOWARD 
Huh? 


VALERIE 
An asshole like that must’ve had a 
strong-willed dad. Was he a lawyer? 


Howard realizes any further pursuit of this issue could undo 
his own success. But -- 


HOWARD 
They could only identify Dunhart 
through dental records. 
(then) 
No, Holt’s father wasn’t a lawyer. 
(beat) 
He was a dentist. 


The two think about this -- it’s a slow, penetrating 
thought. One block short of solving Rubik’s cube. 


INT. ROSS FREW’S OFFICE - FOLLOWING DAY 


Ross and Hamilton Holt share a drink. Holt’s way 
overdressed for the location. 


HOLT 
(in mid-sentence) 
-.- and if it hadn’t been for a few 
breaks one way or another, I’d be 
teaching at a community college and 
you'd be retiring from the Senate. 


FREW 
(jovial, but 
distrusting) 
Well, I don’t think Howard Taksen will 
be part of any election. 


(CONTINUED ) 


80. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT 
(walks around) 
That fellow is incredible. Saved the 
entire case. 


Holt looks at research cabinet. The books, the files. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
This cabinet ought to be in the 
Smithsonian. 


FREW 
A regular lifetime of fucking 
dedication. To what, I don’t know. 


Holt laughs at his cynicism. Ross coughs throughout Holt’s 
words. 


HOLT 
You did a great job for me. In some 
ways, better than Taksen. 


He reaches in cabinet, removes envelope. Ross can’t stop 
coughing. 


HOLT (Cont’d) 
These X-rays always spooked me. They 
match the victim’s mouth to a tee and 
yet you couldn’t help yourself... had 
to write those articles about old 
Dunhart being spotted here and there. 


FREW 
(can barely speak) 
I always knew. 


HOLT 

I realize that, Mr. Frew. No surprise here. 

(then) 
When the bleeding begins, you may lose 
consciousness. Then your aorta will burst. 
The doctors -- excuse me -- the coroner, will 
attribute cause of death to a worn-out by- 
pass. You did have two heart surgeries within 
the last seven years, if I am correct. 


Ross is no longer coughing. He cannot move from his chair. 
Holt takes the glass of scotch from his hand, places it ina 
bag with his own glass and the remainder of the bottle -- 
and the dental records. 


(CONTINUED ) 


81. 
CONTINUED: 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
(looks directly at Ross) 
Liquid glass. Colorless, tasteless. Mixed, 
however, with stomach acid it is a real 
sonofabitch. Crystallizes into shards which 
rip their way through the body -- in this case 
yours -- like swallowing a French door. 


FREW’S POV - FROM THE BACK OF THE MAROON CHAIR 

Holt, file and bag in hand, as he leaves. 

RESUME SCENE 

Frew’s body shudders. His hand collapses from the desk and 
dangles at his side. 

INT. FREW’S BREWS (MOMENTS LATER) 


Howard and Valerie arrive almost immediately. A dozen or so 
regulars sit around the bar. 


ANGLE ON PARKING LOT 


Howard watches as a rented Lincoln Town Car pulls away -- in 
sharp contrast to the run-of-the-mill vehicles in the lot. 


RESUME SCENE 
VALERIE 
You really think he’1l let us leave 
here with the dental records? 
HOWARD 
Sure. 


(then) 
You'll love this guy. 


INT. ROSS FREW’S OFFICE 


The two enter to find Ross still seated at his desk. He is 
looking straight at them. 


HOWARD 
Que pasa, Mr. Frew? 


Ross vomits his weight in blood, convulses and drops on his 
desk. 


(CONTINUED ) 


82. 
CONTINUED: 


Valerie screams. Howard approaches the desk but stops 
short. This guy is as dead as it gets. 


ANGLE ON CABINET 

where the dental records used to be. 

ON HOWARD 

who, in an instant, realizes they are gone. 


HOWARD (Cont’d) 
Let’s get out of here. 


As they exit, Howard backpedals and grabs some copies of 


Ross’ articles on the Dunhart murder, as well as a brown 
accordion-type folder of papers. 


INT. FREW’S BREWS 


Howard and Valerie head for the door. Others, having heard 
Valerie’s scream, ask if she is all right. 


VALERIE 
I’m fine. 


HOWARD 
Come on. 


He leads her to the front door. As they exit, we hear a 
woman’s SCREAM from Ross’ office. 
EXT. HIGHWAY 


Howard and Valerie head toward the north end of the Key. 
From the other direction they are passed by police units and 
an ambulance. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

A lone police car turns around and appears as if it will 
pursue Howard and Valerie’s car. 

INT. POLICE CAR 


The Officer isn’t sure what he heard on the radio, but as he 
attempts to call his H.Q. there are too many officers trying 
at once and he doesn’t get through. 


83. 


INT. HOWARD’S CAR -— HOWARD’S POV’ (TRAVELING) 
Howard sees the cop car disappear in his rear view mirror. 


HOWARD (0.S.) 
Just a matter of time before they come 
looking for us. 


VALERIE (0.S.) 


I’m assuming you have some idea where 
we're headed. 


EXT. ROADSIDE 


At a pay phone, Valerie thumbs through a dangling phone book 
while Howard studies one of Ross’ articles. 


VALERIE 
The only Gershensohn in the Keys is 
David, not Melvin. 


Howard looks at her. 


VALERIE (Cont'd) 
Lower Matecumbe. Or we could call... 


EXT. COTTAGE - LOWER MATECUMBE 

Howard and Valerie in front of a pink cottage overlooking 
the Gulf of Mexico. They are talking with a college Student 
who points as if giving directions. 

INT. DADE COUNTY RETIREMENT HOME - AFTERNOON 

Not quite a nursing home but one step away. Several 
Residents play cards, a Woman is helped by a Nurse into a 
wheelchair, a Couple says goodbye to their Daughter -- the 
usual. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The second door from the end of a long hallway. The name on 
the door reads, DR. MELVIN GERSHENSOHN. 


84. 


INT. GERSHENSOHN’S ROOM 

The man is in his nineties, and he is asleep. Framed 
photographs are displayed throughout the room, one of which 
shows this man with his grandson -- the same college-aged 
man we just saw. 

ANGLE ON 1.V. STAND 

beside the bed. Attached to it is a machine that 
automatically dispenses medication which travels into the 


old man’s arm. Three small bags connect to the machine. A 
TIMER HUMS softly. 


CLOSE ON GERSHENSOHN 

fast asleep. A shadow looms over his face. 

Someone else is in the room. 

CLOSE ON I.V. MACHINE 

A syringe is inserted into one of the tubes attached to this 
machine, and a substantial amount of fluid is dispensed. 

The clock on the timer reads 2:58 PM. The digital readout 
indicates the next release will occur at 3:30 PM. 


ON GERSHENSOHN 


asleep through it all. We hear FOOTSTEPS and a DOOR 
OPENING. Then -- 


HOLT’S VOICE 
Nighty night, Doctor. 


INT. RETIREMENT HOME - HALLWAY 


A female ADMINISTRATOR leads Howard and Valerie down the 
hallway. 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Dr. Gershensohn had a small tumor 
removed from his neck last week, so he 
may not be his usual perky self. 


VALERIE 
How long has he lived here? 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Oh, I’d say going on two years. 


(CONTINUED ) 


85. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Well, I can assure you we’1ll be brief. 


ADMINISTRATOR 
Normally he likes to visit for hours. 


INT. GERSHENSOHN’S ROOM 
The three enter to a rapidly awakening Dr. Gershensohn. 
DR. GERSHENSOHN 
(to Howard) 
I know you. 
ADMINISTRATOR 
(to Howard) 
Not too long. 
(then) 
Hello, Dr. Gershensohn. 


She leaves. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
The private detective from Jersey. 


They shake hands. 


HOWARD 
This is Valerie Bogdan. 


VALERIE 
We have just a few questions, if it’s 
not too much trouble. 


Dr. Gershensohn sits up, very happy to be needed. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Anything I can do for you folks, just 
name it. 


ANGLE ON 1I.V. MACHINE 
Time is 3.18 PM. 
RESUME SCENE 


Howard shows him Ross Frew’s article entitled MORE QUESTIONS 
THAN ANSWERS. 


(CONTINUED ) 


86. 
CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Dr. Gershensohn, you treated Justin 
Dunhart since he was a teenager. How 
would you describe his dental 
condition? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
He had a shit-load of cavities. 


The dentist reaches to take the article from Howard. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Cont'd) 
I put in nine fillings -- in a period of one 
year. Dunhart was a good boy from that point 
on. No more cavities. 


VALERIE 
And what year would you guess the work 
was done? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
No guessing, it was the first year I 


moved to Key West... 1948. 

HOWARD 
You don’t keep old records, by any 
chance? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Some are in my daughter’s home, some 
went to the new dentist. The Dunhart 
records went to the coroner. 
(then) 
You looking to write a book about all 
this? 


VALERIE 
We’re looking into an old theory of Mr. 
Frew’s, which suggests that the victim, 
identified through your dental records, might 
have been someone other than Dunhart. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 

(laughs ) 
I testified in court that the X-rays of the 
deceased matched my records. There was no 
tampering. The bite wings, although faded, 
were conclusive and I personally remember doing 
the work. The body had to be that of Mr. 
Dunhart. 


Howard and Valerie are stopped cold. Dr. Gershensohn leafs 
through the article. 


(CONTINUED ) 


87. 
CONTINUED: 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Cont'd) 
Mr. Frew contends, however, that his 
job was too easy. 


CLOSE ON HOWARD 
as Dr. Gershensohn continues. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Cont'd) 
He followed up on Mr. Holt’s 
suggestions. Some were ridiculous, 
others led to one of the century’s most 
sensational acquittals. 


HOWARD 
(more to himself than 
anyone ) 
He thought he’d been set up. Spent the 
rest of his life trying to figure it 
out. 


VALERIE 
Are you aware, Doctor, that Hamilton 
Holt’s father was a dentist? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
You mean, could that somehow enable him 
to alter the records? 
(a beat) 
No, the X-rays matched, I remember 
doing the work. I told you. 


HOWARD 
Did you examine the body? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Of course not. I didn’t have to. 


ANGLE ON 1I.V. MACHINE 
Time is 3:26 PM. Next dose in four minutes. 
DR. GERSHENSOHN (Cont’d) 
You so worried about it not being the 
right guy, talk to Jack Augenlicht. 
He’s the county coroner. Took over for 


his old man. 


Dr. Gershensohn takes pad and pen from his nightstand, 
begins scribbling. As he does -- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


DR. GERSHENSOHN (Cont'd) 
Jack Senior and I always thought there 


was more to Dunhart’s death -- just 
didn’t want to make it a lifetime 
occupation. 

HOWARD 


Nor do we. 
Gershensohn chuckles sarcastically. 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
No, not you two... 


He hands Valerie the paper. 


VALERIE 
What’s this? 


DR. GERSHENSOHN 
Give it to Jack. Tell him what you 
think. And if he’s got nothing else to 
do, he might be able to settle the 
matter. 


Howard gestures to Valerie that it’s time to go. 


HOWARD 
We appreciate your time. 


VALERIE 
And honesty. 


Gershensohn smiles. Howard and Valerie leave. Gershensohn 
takes a breath, shifts around in his bed, then grabs for the 
TV remote. Clicks it on. 


ON SCREEN 


A live report from outside Frew’s Brews, where a crowd has 
gathered. A body bag is being wheeled into a coroner’s van. 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) 
Ross Frew gained fame in 1966 
investigating the murder of prominent 
Key West banker, Justin Dunhart. The 
defendant in the case was acquitted 
with the help of then rookie trial 
lawyer Hamilton Holt. 


A photo of Howard is shown. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) (Cont'd) (Cont'd) 
Howard Taksen, a private investigator known for 
his work with Holt on a recent case in New 
Jersey, is wanted for questioning, although 
Frew’s death is, for now, assumed to be from 
natural causes. Mr. Taksen was seen visiting 
Ross Frew moments before his death. 


ANGLE ON I.V. MACHINE 

It’s 3:30. The light blinks green, and medication is 
released into the plastic tube leading to Gershensohn’s arm. 
Dr. Gershensohn is oblivious to this, he’s glued to the set. 


ON TV SCREEN 


The news story starts to appear fuzzy, the reporter’s words 
garbled beyond recognition. 


ON DR. GERSHENSOHN 


Eyes wide shut. Staring at the television but dead as a 
doornail. The SOUND from the TV is clear again. 


MIAMI REPORTER (ON TV) (Cont'd) 
Dave will be back with the five-day 
forecast after these messages. 
EXT. HIGHWAY 1 - VARIOUS SHOTS 
Howard and Valerie head north toward Key Largo; 


Police cars are prevalent. A roadblock is being set up; 


Howard and Valerie pull off the road at a small fishing 
charter concern; 


They speak with a Cuban Gentleman in front of his boat. 


EXT. GULF OF MEXICO 
A boat on the open water, slapping the surf. 


As the couple pass over the John Pennekamp Underwater 
National Park, we hear the following: 


AUGENLICHT (V.O.) 
My dad told Dr. G, just say the word, 
I’1l exhume the body. 

(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 


90. 
CONTINUED: 


AUGENLICHT (V.O.) (CONT'D) 

But when he wouldn’t give the okay, Dad 
thought it was just speculation. 

(beat) 
I mean, the evidence added up to 
Dunhart being dead, and Wylie Reston 
killing him -- in spite of the 
fingerprints on the steeple. But the 
‘feel’ of the case -- that’s what 
bothered my dad the most. 


Howard and Valerie in a boat silhouetted by dive boats. 
VARIOUS SHOTS 


of the south coast of the upper Keys. 


EXT. KEY LARGO - CORONER’S OFFICE 


Quaint, but definitely a government facility. It’s past 
closing time. 


AUGENLICHT (V.O.) 
It’s a shame my father didn’t live long 
enough to see this. 


INT. CORONER’S OFFICE 


JACK AUGENLICHT, JR., 50-ish, the County Coroner, stands in 
his lab beside Howard and Valerie. 


CLOSE ON PAPER 
Dr. Gershensohn’s notes. 


HOWARD 
What’s it mean, the amalgam part? 


AUGENLICHT 
In 1948, when dental work was performed 
on Mr. Dunhart, fillings were made from 
a hundred percent silver, then mixed 
with mercury. 


VALERIE 
And in 1966...? 


AUGENLICHT 
By then, they were also mixed with 
copper and zinc. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


HOWARD 
Were the fillings in the victim’s mouth 
ever tested? 


AUGENLICHT 
No need, the X-rays matched. But, assuming 
they were filled after 1948 -- the amalgam 
would be different, and the body could not 
have been that of Justin Dunhart. 
(then) 
Follow me. 


He leads them down a hall to a storage room. 


INT. STORAGE ROOM - CLOSE ON OPEN CABINET 
Augenlicht takes envelope from bin, empties it on table. 
A hat, a wallet, a pair of shoes. 


AUGENLICHT 
My dad had a pet theory he shared with 
Dr. Gershensohn. 


HOWARD 
(re items) 
Whose are these? 


AUGENLICHT 
Mr. Dean LaCapria from Coral Gables. 
Thirty-eight years old, wife ran off 
with another man, jumped to his death 
from the seven-mile bridge. 


VALERIE 
Ouch. 


AUGENLICHT 
No witnesses. Never found the body, 
but we did recover these items. 


VALERIE 
(to Howard) 
Am I missing something? 


AUGENLICHT 
Happened three days before the Dunhart murder. 
(then) 
Dr. G. contacted the guy’s dentist in 
the Gables. The deceased never had a 
cavity. 


(CONTINUED ) 


92% 
CONTINUED: 


ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 
The wheels turning, they look at the coroner. 


AUGENLICHT (Cont'd) 
Freud, Erikson and Jung agreed on 
nothing -- except this -- ‘Your first 
impression is always correct.’ 


EXT. CEMETERY - KEY WEST - FOLLOWING MORNING 


On crypt being chiseled open. The end of a coffin is 
VISIBLE. 


INT. LABORATORY -—- THROUGH MICROSCOPE - DAY 
A metallic substance FILLS THE SCREEN. It ain’t all silver. 


AUGENLICHT (0.S.) 
More copper than the Three Penny Opera. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard and Valerie look through microscope, turn toward 
Augenlicht, who is all smiles. 


AUGENLICHT (Cont'd) 
I knew there was more to it. Dr. G. 
will love this. Maybe Homicide will 
wake up this time around. 


HOWARD 
You might wait awhile. The cops want 
to detain us about Frew, and Holt’s 
been one step ahead of us since we got 
here. We could use a few hours to play 
catch-up. 


Augenlict glances out the front window as two police cars 
pull up. 


AUGENLICHT 
I think you’ve lost that option. 


The coroner pulls a set of keys from his pocket and tosses 
them to Howard. Points toward rear entrance. 


AUGENLICHT (Cont'd) 
Here. Bring it back in one piece. 


93. 


EXT. CORONER’S OFFICE 


The coroner’s van is the only vehicle in the rear parking 
lot. As the couple rushes to the van: 


HOWARD 
Some getaway car. 


INT. CORONER'S VAN 


Howard starts the van and slowly drives off. As the van 
passes by the coroner’s office, Augenlicht watches and 
continues talking with the cops at the front entrance. 


EXT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 
Howard and Valerie pull up to their hotel where several 
police cars are parked beside a CNN van. Beside that is a 
WKEY RADIO 92.7 truck. 
INT. CORONER’S VAN 
Howard and Valerie tune in. 
RADIO ANNOUNCER #2 (V.O.) 
...and now with the death of Dr. Melvin 
Gershensohn, warrants have been issued 
for the arrests of Howard Taksen and 
Valerie Bogdan, if not for the murders 
themselves, then as material witnesses 
to both crimes. 


EXT. SEAPLANE DOCKS 


The coroner’s van is parked at the docks, where Howard and 
Valerie walk toward one of a few seaplanes. 


They talk with the PILOT. 
ANGLE ON HORIZON (MINUTES LATER) 


The plane ascends above Key West. 


EXT. CORONER’S OFFICE - ON AUGENLICHT 


He’s being interviewed by the press. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


AUGENLICHT 
Laboratory tests conclusively show that 
the victim identified in the 1966 case 
could not have been Justin Dunhart. 


INT. SEAPLANE 


About 1800 feet in the air. One must shout to be heard over 
the engines. 


PILOT 
You want to see the outer Tortugas? 


HOWARD 
How far can a plane like this go 
without refueling? 


PILOT 
(laughs ) 
Mexico... if you’re that hard up for a 
burrito. 
HOWARD 
Let’s do it. 
PILOT 


. (half laughs) 
Huh? 


VALERIE 
He said, ‘Let’s do it.’ 


ON PILOT 


It’s sunk in. A huge fare. A long flight. Just when you 
think you’d seen it all. 


EXT. SKY - GULF OF MEXICO - AFTERNOON 


The seaplane beautifully silhouetted against the clouds. 


INT. SEAPLANE 


The pilot holds Howard’s and Valerie’s drivers licenses. 
They have this 1951 Grumman G-73 Mallard to themselves. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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PILOT 
In case you care, this was the first seaplane 
ever flown commercially. Pan Am began service 
back in 1951. They still operate several 
vessels. This is the only privately-owned G- 
73 left. 


HOWARD 
What’s the flight time to Cancun? 


PILOT 
Well, we can stay at twelve thousand 
feet for two hundred twenty-seven 
minutes at a hundred sixty knots. 
Maximum distance is four hundred eighty 
miles. 


VALERIE 
So how far’s Cancun? 


PILOT 
About that. 


EXT. MERLINN GUEST HOUSE 
Police officers and reporters are gathered outside. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 


Hamilton Holt stands alone to the far end of the street. A sixth 
sense turns his attention skyward toward the seaplane, which is 
still VISIBLE on the Key West horizon. A horse and buggy are 
parked nearby. Holt approaches the DRIVER. 


HOLT 
(to driver) 
What kind of plane is that? 


DRIVER 
Looks to me like Bob Pettitt’s. 
(a beat) 
It’s a charter. Probably on the Sunset 
Tour of the Tortugas. 


HOLT 
How would one find that out? 


96. 


INT. SEAPLANE (A BIT LATER) 


Howard and Valerie pour over a file of Ross Frew’s old 
documents. 


VARIOUS SHOTS 


Police evidence logs, coroner’s notes, old photos, newspaper 
clippings, etc. 


CLOSE ON PHOTOCOPY OF PASSPORT 

A young Mary Dunhart -- the typical I.D. photo. 
ON HOWARD 

who stares intently at photo. 

ON PASSPORT RECORDS 


A Mexican entry stamp just two days before her husband’s 
murder. 


Another stamp showing her return to Florida one day before 
his death. 


ON VALERIE 
reading Ross Frew’s chronology of the case. Then -- 
VALERIE 
Ross’ theory doesn’t make sense. Why would 
Dunhart stay in Cancun, a resort town where he 
could easily be spotted? 
HOWARD 
I don’t expect to find him in Cancun. 
I’m just hoping it leads us to the next 
piece in the puzzle. Hell, the guy’s 
probably dead by now. 
BACK TO PASSPORT 
CLOSER this time on the photo. 
ON HOWARD 


He doesn’t trust this woman a bit. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON PILOT 


who leans back, hands Howard and Valerie their drivers 
licenses. 


PILOT 
Here ya go. All logged in. 


HOWARD 


(startled) 
What? 


PILOT 
The flight plan. We’re all clear. 


EXT. KEY WEST AIRPORT 


A Lear jet is being fueled. A half-dozen passengers scurry to 
board the aircraft. Several look like federal agents. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The other side of the airport. A second Lear jet is parked. 
Hamilton Holt waits beside it, talking on a cell phone. 


INT. SEAPLANE 


Howard leans in toward Valerie, speaks so the pilot can’t 
hear. 


HOWARD 
Our names are on the flight plan. 
They’1l be waiting for us in Cancun. 
We have to land someplace else. 


VALERIE 
So we tell him about thirty minutes 
before we land. 


HOWARD 
More like thirty seconds. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Valerie is now looking through her brother’s case file. As 
she does this, something catches both their eyes. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


ANGLE ON SKETCH 


A composite sketch of “Mary Hughes” as described by the 
Farmers Market manager. 


Howard pulls the sketch out. 
CLOSE ON SKETCH 
An older woman of about 65. Blonde hair, deep-set eyes. 


Howard places Mary Dunhart’s old passport photo beside the 
police sketch. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


studying the pictures, especially the eyes, then looking at 
one another. 


VALERIE 
(softly) 
Oh my god. 
EXT. SKY, GULF OF MEXICO - LATE AFTERNOON 
The seaplane makes its way through the clouds. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Two Lear jets, miles apart, fly high above the clouds, 
surpassing the seaplane. But separated by a thick layer of 
clouds so as not to be visible to one another. 


BACK TO SEAPLANE 


Far behind the jets now. 


EXT. CONTROL TOWER, CANCUN - EARLY EVENING 


A Lear jet is landing. Another is already on the ground. 
Some police cars are scattered about. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


PANNING up the coast, several miles north of Cancun. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


THE SEAPLANE 


touches down at Isla Blanca, a tiny inlet filled with 
fishing boats, about twenty miles from the Cancun airport. 
The seaplane contrasts significantly with the old wooden 
boats. 
EXT. ISLA BLANCA 
Howard pays the pilot while Valerie talks to JAIME 
BLANCARTE, a chubby fisherman who’s not much past boyhood. 
INT. CANCUN CONTROL TOWER 
An air traffic CONTROLLER speaks to a Cop. 
CONTROLLER 
(in Spanish) 


They dropped off radar. 


He points to screen. 


EXT. ISLA BLANCA 


The couple boards a small fishing boat. No sooner are they 
aboard than the boat pulls out of the harbor. 


ANGLE ON SEAPLANE 


as it takes off toward Cancun, spraying the boat as it 
leaves. 


ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


holding on to the wooden rail as their boat makes its way 
around some rocks. 


THE SKY 


is beautiful. The seaplane is now in the distance. 


EXT. CANCUN AIRPORT 


A swarm of Mexican police and FBI agents awaits its landing. 


100. 


INT. SEAPLANE 


The pilot sees the reception waiting for him. Pulls up on 
the wheel, turns away from the airport. 


ANGLE ON MEXICAN COPS 


gesturing toward hangar area. Two Men ready a handheld 
missile launcher and take aim at the seaplane. They lock on 
the aircraft, which is headed back toward Isla Blanca, and 
await instructions. 


MEXICAN OFFICER 
(in Spanish) 
Fire! 

INT. FISHING BOAT 
Jaime is heading northwest toward Cabo Catoche, another 
fishing village, when the seaplane comes INTO VIEW. As 
Howard and Valerie look up in unison, the plane is hit with 
the tiny missile, EXPLODING into a fireball. 
ANGLE ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


Stunned, scared. They hold each other. 


EXT. CANCUN AIRPORT 


Two helicopters take off headed toward Isla Blanca. 


EXT. CABO CATOCHE HARBOR 


The fishing boat snuggles through overgrown brush, 
disappearing from aerial view. 


THE BOAT 


docks and the couple accompanies the fisherman to an old 
pickup nearby. 


JAIME 
You stay with my brother Filemon until 
the morning. He has truck you can 
rent. 
(pats hood) 
Runs better than this sad dog. 


101. 


EXT. FILEMON’S HOUSE - NIGHT 


Howard and Valerie are in a small guest cabin behind the 
Cabo Catoche home of Juan Filemon Blancarte. 


INT. GUEST HOUSE 


They have cleaned up, changed clothes, and are reviewing 
their files -- the two pictures of “Mary Dunhart/Mary 
Hughes” in prominent display. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


FILEMON, almost 30, arrives with a tray of food. He places 
it beside the files on the only empty part of the table. 


HOWARD 
Gracias. 


FILEMON 
De nada, senor. 


Valerie moves some papers aside to make room for the food. 


VALERIE 
You are kind to loan us the truck, but we 
insist on paying you something. 


FILEMON 
It is not necessary. Good people in 
trouble, I like to help. My father, 
and his father, taught me that. 


The couple give Filemon a look. 
FILEMON (Cont'd) 
I can tell good people, and I can tell 
trouble. You are both. 
(then) 
Go ahead. Eat. 


As the couple takes a few bites -- 


FILEMON (Cont'd) 
Senora Hughes, is she in trouble, too? 


He picks up police sketch, confused. 


102. 


EXT. GUEST HOUSE 


Howard, Valerie and Filemon are seated on the veranda. The 
men light cigars. The Dunhart files are spread about on a 
rattan table. 


VALERIE 
(to Filemon) 
You're absolutely positive this woman 
is Mary Hughes? 


FILEMON 
She has lived on her farm since before I was 
born. 

HOWARD 


The mid-sixties. 


FILEMON 
Yes. With her husband. Senor McLain. 


VALERIE 
Who? 


FILEMON 
Cutter McLain. He has a different last 
name. Senora Hughes comes to the town 
once a month, but Senor McLain is never 
with her. 


Valerie finds an old picture of Justin Dunhart, hands it to 
Filemon. 


VALERIE 
Could this be Mr. McLain? 


FILEMON 
Hard to tell, he has a beard now. 
(then) 
Could be. 


The younger Blancarte approaches with a small plate covered 
in paper. He takes off his hat upon seeing Valerie. 


JAIME 
Good evening. My wife makes for you 
some sweet cake. 


Howard accepts the plate and dabs a finger of powdered sugar 
to his tongue. He nods approvingly. 
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HOWARD 
Jaime is the same age as my boy. Maybe 
Scott should get himself a wife. 


VALERIE 
Or learn to cook like Filemon. 


Jaime turns to Filemon. 


JAIME 
(in Spanish) 
They say on the radio that a pilot and 
two passengers were killed when the 
airplane crashed. 


Jaime nods to Howard and Valerie, then puts his hat on and 
leaves. 


HOWARD 
Muertos? Somebody dead? 


FILEMON 
Just you. 


EXT. ROUTE 184 - MORNING 


A muddy but fairly new pickup makes its way along the old 
highway, which leads to central Yucatan. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
You take my truck, then go see Robert at his 
store in Kanasin. He will sell youa 
satellite phone if you want one. 


VARIOUS SHOTS 
The pickup driving along the Mexican terrain. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
The Hughes ranch is near the town of 
Peto, just north of Santa Rosa. They 
own half the mountain, including the 
old irrigation canal. 


VALERIE (V.O.) 
Shouldn’t it be called the McLain 
ranch? 


FILEMON (V.O.) 
It is said that Senora Hughes bought 
the land. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Howard and Valerie in the vehicle. The road sign says PETO. 


FILEMON (V.O.) 

There is a back entrance to the ranch, 
if you wish the element of surprise. 
But since you have been reported dead, 
you have that already. 


EXT. HUGHES RANCH 


Howard and Valerie take Filemon’s advice and turn away from 
the main entrance, heading on a road that circles the 
mountain. 


INT. TRUCK 


The couple heads to the east of the ranch. The road turns 
from pavement to gravel, then soon to dirt. Valerie loads a 
camera. 


HOWARD 

All we need is one clear shot. If 
she’s the woman who rented the Farmers 
Market booth and the mailbox, the voice 
the video guy heard on the phone was 
Mary Dunhart’s. 

(lighter) 
There’s something about Mary. 


VALERIE 
(not funny) 
Yeah, she’s an accomplice to a career 
of pathology. 


Howard knows he can do little to soothe her, yet his tone is 
reassuring. 


HOWARD 
We'll get Holt on the murders and, if 
McLain is Justin Dunhart, then bank 
fraud is the motive. 
(beat ) 
The magician just ran out of tricks. 


105. 


EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE 

Their truck heads up the slope. Cows and goats roam freely. 
The main house and a few small cottages CAN BE SEEN below. 
INT. TRUCK 

Howard points toward a grove of trees. 


HOWARD 
I say we park in there and hike down 
toward the house. Should be able to 
get a clean shot with the zoom. 


EXT. GROVE OF TREES 


They pull into the grove. No sooner are they parked than a 
HELICOPTER WHIRS overhead. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


It circles the main house and lands beside it. A Man gets 
out and runs toward the house. The helicopter is soon back 
in the air, flying directly over the grove on its way out. 
HOWARD AND VALERIE 


hide from view until the coast is clear. They gather their 
photo equipment and head further into the grove. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 

There appears to be a shop of some sort to one end of the 
grove. The couple peek through a window. No one’s inside. 
INT. SHOP 


A half-dozen wood lathes, sanding machines, a table saw and 
stacks of wooden crates. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard and Valerie enter the shop. They walk amongst fifty 
or so shipping crates. 


HOWARD 
Somebody up here has a side business. 
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VALERIE 
Check this out. 


ANGLE ON FRAMED PICTURE 

of Roberto Clemente. Autographed. 
ON HOWARD 

who takes a long, reflective pause. 


HOWARD 
What kind of trees are all around us? 


VALERIE 
They look like... ash. 


Howard grabs a screwdriver, pries open a wooden shipping 
crate. 


ON CRATE 
The crate is filled with baseball bats. Dozens of them. 
HOWARD 
Son of a bitch. 
EXT. HUGHES RANCH 


The couple makes their way down the hill toward the main 
house. All quiet on the western front. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard and Valerie hike down a trail toward the house, but 
their image goes OUT OF FOCUS, then BACK IN. 


REVERSE ANGLE 


Someone is watching them through binoculars. A white- 
bearded man, about 70. 


The man gestures to someone out of frame. 


EXT. MAIN HOUSE 


The couple is now outside the house. They help each other 
with the photo equipment. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANGLE ON HOWARD 
who picks up the camera, looks into the viewfinder. 
HOWARD’S POV THROUGH VIEWFINDER - VARIOUS SHOTS 


of this Mediterranean villa, more beautifully appointed than 
one would expect for the area. 


CLOSE ON LIVING ROOM 


Mary Hughes, her bearded husband, and another man whose back 
is toward us, are talking. 


ON HOWARD 
looking through camera, with Valerie beside him. 


VALERIE 
What do you see? Who’s in there? 


HOWARD’S POV THROUGH VIEWFINDER 

The man whose back is turned faces us. Hamilton Holt. 

The camera CLICKS photo after photo of the three. 
HOWARD (0.S.) 


Mary Hughes and Cutter McLain. They’ve 
got a house guest. 


VALERIE (0.S.) 
It’s Holt, isn’t it? We get caught, 
we're dead. 


HOWARD (0.S.) 
Police think we’re already dead. Just 
makes Holt’s job easier. 


ON HOWARD AND VALERIE 


VALERIE 
Let’s get out of here. 


HOWARD 
We’ll find an air courier and send the 
rolls up to Scott. He’ll get them to 
the media. 


(CONTINUED ) 


108. 
CONTINUED: 


ON THE HOUSE 


The trio has stopped chatting, seem to be waiting for 
something. 


RESUME SCENE 


Howard and Valerie steadily make their way up the hill. 
They are obscured by brush. A safe getaway. 


VALERIE 
Remind me to exercise more when we get 
back. 

HOWARD 


Remind me to go on a diet. 


VALERIE 
Deal. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard takes a tiny satellite phone from his pocket. He can 
barely make out the keypad. 


HOWARD 
Can’t tell if I’m dialing my kid or the 
Danish Embassy. 
He punches in 13 numbers. Takes forever. No sooner does he 
hit “Send” than two Mexican Soldiers appear, pointing AK- 


47's. Howard drops the phone into his pocket. The Guards 
grab the camera bags and escort the pair to a jeep. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
At this rate, I’ll never get that boy 
to Princeton. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The jeep heads toward the villa. 


INT. VILLA, LIVING ROOM 


The two Guards parade Howard and Valerie into the opulent living 
room. 


HOLT 
Have a seat, folks. Meet the family. 
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ANGLE ON LOVE SEAT 
The Dunharts, up close and personal. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
May I present Mary Hughes. 


MARY 
Hello, Mr. Taksen, Miss Bogdan. 
INT. SCOTT TAKSEN’S DORM ROOM 


Howard’s son hears the whole thing. The satellite phone in 
Howard’s pocket made the connection. 


HOWARD (V.O.) 
You’re the guys who invented the word 
conspiracy. 


Scott hits the record button on his answering machine. 


INT. VILLA, LIVING ROOM 
Holt laughs. 


HOLT 
As I’m sure you know, Mr. Dunhart’s 
widow moved to England for only a short 


time. 

VALERIE 
Cold-blooded animals prefer a warmer 
climate. 

HOWARD 


And the hacienda good life. Bet old 
‘Cutter McLain’ here hasn’t missed 
wearing a banker’s suit, have you, 
Justin? 


JUSTIN 
I'd offer a drink, sir, but I’m fresh 
out of Southern hospitality. 


VALERIE 


What possible reason was there to frame 
my brother? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


HOLT 
A perfectly good one. I needed one 
final, completely unwinnable case. He 
came through like a champ, by the way. 
Showed up exactly on time. The 
punctual little fuck. 


HOWARD 
How'd you choose the victim? 


HOLT 

Beautifully at random. Young Banks showed up 
early each day to set up his booth. Bogdan 
jogged past the other end of the market the 
same time each morning. We dressed an empty 
booth to match and taped Christopher fleeing 
from the scene. And you, Howard, uncovered 
our planted evidence with commendable zeal. 


Howard looks as if he will lunge at Holt. The Guards ready 
their AK-47's. 


ANGLE ON HOLT 
who takes a handgun from one of the Guards. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
(to Guards) 
it’s all-right. “You can: go. 


The Guards head for the door. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Wait in the jeep. 


The Guards exit. Valerie confronts Holt. 


VALERIE 
You waited a long time to collect the 
widow’s payback. If she’d done you a 
favor sooner, Chris would still be 
alive. 


MARY 
You really should calm down, dear. 


VALERIE 
You really should be in prison. 


HOWARD 
(lighter) 
The three of you go way back. 


(CONTINUED ) 


Lid. 


CONTINUED: 


Justin’s 


HOLT 
I met Justin, and then Mary, at the 
bank where my uncle set up a trust fund 
on my behalf. 


HOWARD 
But the fund wasn’t as liquid as it 
should be. 

HOLT 


I always liked you, Taksen. 


JUSTIN 
Enough of this, just kill them. 


HOLT 
The Dunharts embezzled money. I found 
out. And what did I do? 
(to Justin) 
I started fucking your lovely wife. 
And she was lovely. 


JUSTIN 
Please, Mr. Holt... 


HOLT 
We concocted a plan to kill you. 
Theoretically, anyway. And you were 
only too pleased to go along, given 
your alternative fate in court. 


not. liking this: 


MARY 
That’ll do. It was a long time ago. 


ANGLE ON HOWARD 


looking around for a way out of this. 


VALERIE 
It’s not often a man can murder, get a 
prominent couple to vanish, and claim both 
wealth and fame in a single summer. 


HOWARD 
You kill an innocent guy, make it appear a 
suicide where the body is never found, and drop 
him in Dunhart’s well. Then you frame a kid 
who cares more about God than the almighty 
dollar. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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HOLT 
Figured the jury would be moved by the church 
steeple. Even I was touched. 


VALERIE 
Ross Frew figured it out. 


HOLT 
Couldn’t prove it, though. 
(thinks ) 
I enjoyed killing him, by the way. 
Even more fun than doing the dentist. 


Dunhart springs to his feet. 


JUSTIN 
Holt, I do not appreciate your 
prolonging any of this. 


HOLT 
Mr. Dunhart, I wholeheartedly agree. 
(beat) 
For you, I offer the fourth definition of the 
word acquit, according to Daniel Webster: to 
bring to rest, to set free. 


Holt SHOOTS Dunhart in the chest. He falls dead. Mary 
screams. 


HOLT (Cont’d) 
(to Mary) 
You did such a wonderful job at the Farmers 
Market, Mary. Your artistry is accomplished. 
But the creation is done. 


MARY 
Hamilton! 


Holt SHOOTS her dead. Then -- 


HOLT 
(to Howard and Valerie) 
Shall we take a ride? 


HOWARD 
You can’t be concerned about the 
carpet. 


113. 


EXT. VILLA 


Holt escorts the couple toward the jeep, where the two 
Guards wait. A HELICOPTER is heard in the distance. 


HOLT 
(to Guards) 
You can wait here. 


The Guards climb out of the jeep. 
ANGLE ON HOLT 


He checks his ammo clip, then gestures for Howard and 
Valerie to board the jeep. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Holt smiles at the Guards. Then he points with concern to 
something out in the distance. 


THE GUARDS 

look. At nothing. Holt SHOOTS them both in the back. 
ON VALERIE 

She screams. 

ON HOLT 

waving his gun. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
(to Valerie; Southern 
accent) 
You really should calm down, dear. 


Holt climbs in the rear seat. Howard starts the engine. 
HOLT (Cont'd) 
Drive up the hill. 
EXT. HUGHES RANCH 


The jeep heads up the hill. Holt holds the gun against 
Howard’s head. 


HOWARD 
How’d you pick the guy in the well? 


114. 


INT. CNN BROADCAST BOOTH 
A map of Mexico fills a hundred monitors. 


HOLT’S VOICE 
Combed hundreds of dental files for 
perfect teeth. LaCapria was about the 
same age and height. Drilled his to 
match Justin’s. Didn’t require 
novocaine, which was a plus. 


This is being broadcast live around the world. 


HOWARD'S VOICE 
You set it up to make a splash, and you 
did, I’ll give you that. 


HOLT’S VOICE 
Let’s not minimize my good fortune. 
Paid off a Harvard education at twenty- 
five and still had plenty to invest in 
real estate. 


RESUME SCENE 
The jeep comes to the road leading to the bat factory. 


HOLT 

Dunhart got me hooked on collectibles. We 
started the bat business as a hobby. Now all 
the top players use them. 

(then) 
And for the rest of the tour -- 

(indicates) 
-- head this way a couple more miles. 


He motions for Howard to drive up a dirt road nearly 
obscured by foliage. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
Toward the water tower. 


ANGLE ON WATER TOWER 
off in the distance. 


VALERIE (0.S.) 
One of those bats raped Steven Banks. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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HOLT (0.S.) 
Just a few splinters. But the 
testimony has been delivered. Case 
closed, Miss Bogdan. 
ANGLE ON HOLT 
seething. 


HOLT (Cont'd) 
(to Howard) 
You couldn’t just drop it. You 
could’ve been comfortable. But Mr. 
Conscience had to keep digging, and 
digging. 
HOWARD 
Every lawyer joke invented must be 
based on you, counselor. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
A flare gun rests on the floor of the jeep. Howard fidgets 
with his feet, gets it to where he can break the plastic 
safety. 
CLOSE ON FLARE GUN 


Howard steps on the plastic safety when they hit the next 
bump. He’s trying to depress the release button, but -- 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The flare gun bounces over to Valerie’s side of the vehicle. 
Howard gives her a look. 


ON FLARE GUN 
Valerie steps on the release button and kicks it outside. 
ANGLE ON ROAD 


The gun shoots off a red, smoking projectile, arcing over the jeep 
and EXPLODING in the sky. 


ON HOLT 


Not sure where this came from, he turns around. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON HOWARD 


who hits the brakes and pushes Holt off the rear of the 
vehicle. 


THE HANDGUN 
flies out of his hands. 
HOWARD AND VALERIE 


jump from the jeep and run toward the old water tower just 
as Holt FIRES at the vehicle. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


The couple has disappeared into the trees. Holt begins to 
track them. 


HOLT 
You’re only delaying the inevitable, 
children. 


EXT. OLD WATER TOWER 


Used for irrigation during the early part of the century, now just 
a monument from the past. The VIEW into the valley is 
breathtaking. 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


To the rear of the tower is an overgrown irrigation canal leading 
under the mountains to a reservoir fourteen miles below. 


ANGLE ON TOWER 


Howard and Valerie run behind the large wooden structure. Holt 
sees them and follows. 


ANGLE ON RANCH 


Police vehicles speed up the hill. A helicopter is 
overhead. 


HOWARD AND VALERIE 


climb the ladder into the tower. It’s not completely empty. 
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INT. WATER TOWER 


They make their way around until they are in front of the 
drain tube. 


HOWARD 
Thank you. 

VALERIE 
For what? 

HOWARD 


Just thank you. 
ANOTHER ANGLE 
Holt is now in the tower. He walks around to where Howard 
and Valerie just were. He continues, giving it one more go 
‘round. The SOUND of SIRENS grows louder. 
ANGLE ON KAYAK 


An inflatable kayak hangs from a rusty hook. Howard unties 
it and nudges Valerie to get in. 


VALERIE 
How do we know the cops won’t shoot us? 


HOWARD 
We don’t. 


He’s about to climb aboard when Holt catches up with them. 


HOLT 
You are making this most unpleasant... 


ANOTHER ANGLE 


Howard hurls a life vest at Holt, causing him to lose 
control of the gun momentarily. Just long enough for Howard 
to shove the kayak into the drain tube and hop aboard. 


EXT. WATER TOWER 


Two helicopters hover above. Some police cars approach. 
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INT. TOWER 


Howard and Valerie hit the drain tube like the log ride at 
Knott’s. 


HOLT 

leans out the opening, hoping to shoot through the tube. Seeing 
the chopper, he raises his hands as if to indicate he’s a good 
guy. 

ON THE HELICOPTER 

A Cop inside SHOOTS Holt, blowing him back into the tower. 
Bullets continue to fly into the water tower. Holt looks 

like a pin cushion. 


INT. DRAIN TUBE 


Howard and Valerie slide through the tube and end up in the 
canal, which goes immediately under a mountain. 


EXT./INT. NARROW CANAL TUNNEL 


They fumble for the miners’ head lamps in the storage hold. 
Turn on the lights. 


HOWARD 
Let there be light. 


ANGLE ON TUNNEL 


Now illuminated, and very quiet. Their kayak glides 
effortlessly through two miles of mountain. HELICOPTER 
SOUNDS FADE away, leaving the couple to catch their breath. 


VALERIE 
You think we’re safe? 


HOWARD 
Safer than we were a minute ago. 


They each grab a paddle to avoid hitting the sides. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
Watch out! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANOTHER ANGLE 
Up ahead, an underground waterfall. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
Hold on! 


They pass beneath the waterfall. Valerie gets 
Howard is mildly wet. 


VALERIE 
That’s not fair. 


HOWARD 
Who said life’s fair? 


ANGLE ON END OF TUNNEL 
A speck of light. 
HOWARD (Cont'd) 
I say we see if this phone works. 
EXT. RAIN FOREST 


The kayak emerges in an unspoiled rain forest. 
birds. Lush as can be. Serene. 


VALERIE 
We’ll get to the reservoir from here, 
right? 

HOWARD 


(looks directly at Valerie) 
I don’t know. But if it ends right 
here with you, it would be just fine. 


119. 


soaked, 


Tropical 


Howard removes the satellite phone from his pocket, sees it 


is “in use.” Places it to his ear. 


HOWARD (Cont'd) 
Hello? 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
Howard, is that you? 


HOWARD 
(startled, then smiles) 


Larry, you’ll go anywhere for a story, 


won’t you? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ON VALERIE 
Is she dreaming? 
ON HOWARD 
relieved, beaming. 
. HOWARD (Cont'd) 
I’m in Mexico. 
INT. CNN STUDIO 
Larry King in his best pair of suspenders. 
LARRY KING 
Tell it to someone who doesn’t know. 
EXT. RAIN FOREST 


The kayak moves effortlessly through the canal. Valerie 
reaches her hand back. Howard takes it. Tropical splendor. 


HOWARD 
(still on phone) 
Tell my son I’m okay. 


LARRY KING (V.O.) 
We patched through to him an hour ago. 


Valerie takes the phone, drops it in the canal. Laughs. 
VARIOUS SHOTS 

of the couple as they move through the deserted irrigation 
canal. A fourteen-mile moment of silence. 

EXT. MEXICAN COAST - AERIAL SHOT 


Military helicopters surround the tiny kayak as it enters 
the reservoir. Howard and Valerie are lifted aboard one of 
them. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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ANGLE ON SKY 

The helicopter ascends, circling back over the Dunhart 
estate, then above the lush valley and over the fishing 
village, finally disappearing into the horizon. 


FADE OUT. 


THE END 


